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Making 
My 
Life 


Masterpiece 


By  Thomas  E.  Moye 


"The  Thinker"  by  Rodin,  statue  in 
front  of  the  Rodin  Museum, 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


MY  LIFE  a  masterpiece?  My 
life?  Why,  my  life  often 
looks  like  a  do-it-yourself  project 
put  together  by  somebody  who  lost 
the  directions.  Never  mind  a 
masterpiece— I  would  happily  set- 
tle for  just  a  passable  job  of  it, 
for  a  life  that  somehow  holds  to- 
gether and  doesn't  fall  apart  the 
minute  it  is  set  in  motion,  a  life 
that  somehow  works. 

Even  a  creative  genius  who  al- 
most routinely  turns  out  a  flood  of 
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masterpieces— a  Mozart,  a  Bee- 
thoven, a  Van  Gogh— can  and  often 
does  act  like  the  most  fumbling 
tinkerer  when  he  sets  about  fashion- 
ing his  own  life.  Not  only  do  our 
clumsy  hands  fail  to  fashion  a 
masterpiece  out  of  the  raw  mate- 
rials of  our  existence,  but  we  con- 
stantly frustrate  the  designs  of  God 
for  our  lives.  We  are  the  vessel  of 
clay  marred  in  the  hands  of  the 
Potter.  (See  Jeremiah  18:3.)  The 
clay  itself  asserts  its  own  will  and 
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what  could  have  been  a  masterpiece 
is  marred  in  the  very  hands  of  the 
Potter. 

The  Mess  We've  Made 

When  we  look  at  the  mess  the 
world  is  in,  and  the  mess  we  have 
made  of  our  lives,  it  is  no  innate 
and  matter-of-fact  desolation  that 
we  see  — what  we  actually  see  is 
marred  masterpieces,  ruined  dreams, 
debased  values.  We  are  tone-deaf 
men  who  yearn  to  sing.  We  are 
color-blind  men  who  forlornly  hope, 
someday,  somehow  — to  paint  a 
lovely  picture.  We  circle  endlessly 
and  aimlessly  round  the  great  mar- 
ble block  of  life,  chipping  away  here 
and  there  with  our  hammers  and 
chisels,  trying  to  set  free  the  lovely 
forms  we  feel  sure  are  embedded  in 
it,  until  at  last  there  is  nothing  left 
but  the  formless  mound  of  waste 
chips  and  dust. 

But  the  urge  to  create  is  within 
us  all.  The  human  tragedy  is  not 
of  mere  tone-deaf  men  who  yearn 
to  sing.  We  trace  the  tragic  shape 
of  the  human  dilemma  not  in  our 
mere  croaking  of  brutish  discords— 
which  in  itself  would  be  no  more 
remarkable  than  a  chorus  of  frogs 
in  a  swamp  — but  in  the  grotesque 
fact  that  such  sounds  should  issue 
from  throats  made  for  the  songs  of 
angels. 

The  Crown  of  Creation 

"A  little  lower  than  the  angels" 
—  that  is  the  status  and  stature  and 
genius  of  man.  (See  Psalm  8:5,  KJV.) 
The  Bible  portrays  man  as  the 
crown  and  climax  of  God's  creation, 
which  is  to  say:  God's  masterpiece. 


This  is  our  glory  and  our  shame:  we, 
are  God's  masterpiece.  Not  our 
lives,  but  we,  in  our  nature  and 
identity  and  potential,  are  God's 
masterpiece.  But  even  so,  we  say 
with  Paul:  "I  do  not  understand 
my  own  actions.  For  I  do  not  do 
what  I  want,  but  I  do  the  very  thing 
I  hate ...  I  can  will  what  is  right, 
but  I  cannot  do  it"  (Romans  7:15, 
18b.)  As  a  child  of  God,  I  can  know 
and  even  will  the  right,  but  I  cannot 
do  it;  life  for  me  is  not  a  do-it- 
yourself  project. 

This  does  not  make  me  mute  and 
helpless  and  totally  acted  upon,  a 
robot  and  a  slave.  But  when  I  look 
honestly  at  myself,  and  at  history 
and  the  life  around  me,  I  know  that 
we  need  something  outside  our- 
selves, some  better  and  wiser  power, 
to  deal  with  the  mess  we  have  made 
of  our  lives.  Patch  my  life  together 
as  I  will,  with  string  and  baling 
wire,  it  is  a  patchwork  still.  The 
old  is  too  marred,  and  I  must  com- 
mit the  vessel  again  to  the  Potter's 
wheel  to  be  reshaped  and  remolded 
according  to  his  design.  In  this 
realm  of  human  experience,  in  the 
making  of  a  life,  only  God  can  create 
a  masterpiece,  for  only  God  can  re- 
shape our  failures  and  bring  us  to  a 
new  beginning. 

It  is  here  that  we  see  the  mean- 
ing of  Christ  as  "the  end  and  the 
beginning"  (Revelation  22:13).  The 
end  of  old  failures  and  old  mistakes 
and  old  false  starts,  and  the  begin- 
ning of  a  life  that  is  worthy  of  the 
name.  Both  are  necessary:  an  end 
and  a  beginning.  "I  will  be  with 
you  always,"  said  Jesus,  "even  unto 
the  end  of  the  world"    (Matthew 


28:20,  KJV).  This  is  where  we  see 
him  most  plainly  and  know  him 
most  fully:  at  the  end  of  our  world— 
at  the  place  where  life  has  caved  in 
on  us  and  our  world  has  fallen  to 
bits  around  us. 

It  is  not  only  that  He  meets  us 
at  the  end  of  our  world— He  is  the 
end  of  our  marred  and  botched-up 
world.  Sometimes  we  think  our- 
selves secure  in  our  tiny  and 
cramped  and  selfish  little  world, 
and  consider  our  life  there  a  very 
masterpiece  of  human  cleverness 
and  achievement.  But  when  Christ 
comes,  that  world  ends. 

I  sometimes  live  in  a  world  where 
I  am  king,  where  my  word  is  law 
and  my  desire  rules;  a  world  with 
no  room  for  love,  no  room  for  loy- 
alty to  anything  except  my  own 
whims,  no  room  for  faith,  no  room 
to  serve  anybody  or  anything  but 
my  tiny  little  tinpot  ingrown  self. 
Every  now  and  then  I  creep  down 
some  dark  and  twisting  cellar  stair 
to  this  grubby  little  basement 
world  of  mine,  and  I  hide  there  and 
think  I  am  safe.  And  then  there  is 
a  knock  on  the  door  of  my  little 
world,  and  the  sound  of  a  voice  call- 
ing, and  the  echo  of  a  hammer  driv- 
ing nails  in  a  cross  long  ago,  and 
then  that  grubby  little  world  of 
mine  ends,  for  when  Christ  comes, 
that  world  has  to  go. 

This  is  how  masterpieces  are  cre- 
ated by  God's  grace:  he  takes  even 
our  clumsy  failures  and  reshapes 
and  redeems  them,  and  in  all  our 
endings  He  is  himself  a  new  begin- 
ning. In  our  despair,  He  is  hope. 
In  our  sin,  He  is  forgiveness.  In 
death,  He  is  life.  But  even  the  words 


and  concepts  which  evoke  hope  in 
us  at  first  may  themselves  lead  us 
at  last  to  despair.  For,  when  all  is 
said,  we  remember  with  sinking 
hearts  that  it  is  our  poor  lives  we 
are  talking  about.  From  high-flown 
words  we  must  turn  and  face  the 
hard  realities  of  the  challenge. 

What  Can  I  Do? 

It  comes  down  at  last  to  this: 
what  can  I  do?  My  first  step  must 
be  a  simple  acceptance.  I  cannot 
do  everything.  Does  this  sound  like 
defeat  before  we  even  start?  No, 
our  insistence  upon  perfection  is 
often  an  excuse  for  doing  nothing. 
If  I  can't  do  everything,  then  I 
won't  do  anything.  Our  jobs  and 
our  friendships  and  our  pleasures 
and  our  religion  often  go  sour,  not 
because  they  are  empty  or  evil  or 
doomed,  but  because  we  have  hob- 
bled ourselves  with  an  easy  and 
soaring  and  false  perfectionism 
which  demands  everything  or  noth- 
ing. Hitch  our  wagon  to  a  star? 
Why,  too  many  times  we  won't  even 
hitch  it  to  a  horse.  Go  the  second 
mile?  Yes,  but  you  can't  do  it  until 
you  go  the  first. 

In  Dickens'  A  Tale  of  Two  Cities, 
Defarge  said  wearily,  "It  is  pos- 
sible that  it  may  not  come,  during 
our  lives.  We  shall  not  see  the 
triumph."  To  which  Madame  re- 
plied, "We  shall  have  helped  it." 
In  our  lifetime  we  may  not  see  the 
final  triumph  of  every  shining 
dream  of  the  human  spirit,  but  it  is 
given  us  to  say,  "We  shall  have 
helped  it." 

What  can  I  do?  Well,  I  cannot 
do  everything,  but  by  the  grace  of 


God  I  can  do  something  and  trust 
him  to  see  that  my  little  something 
is  not  wasted.  I  cannot  bring  the 
heavenly  kingdom  down  to  earth, 
but  I  can  turn  my  face  towards  its 
coming,  and  while  I  wait  for  its  com- 
ing I  can  throw  whatever  weight  I 
have  as  far  as  I  can  on  the  side  of 
the  right  as  I  see  it.  What  can  I  do? 
I  cannot  save  the  world,  but  I  can 
let  God  save  me  and  know  that  if 
he  can  save  even  me,  then  there 
must  be  more  hope  for  everybody 
than  once  I  feared.  I  cannot  do 
everything,  and  achieve  everything, 
and  be  everything,  but— by  the 
grace  of  God  who  in  Christ  has 
placed  before  me  and  all  mankind 
an  open  door  which  no  man  can 
shut— I  can  be  a  Christian,  and  this 
is  the  masterpiece  of  human  living 
which  is  a  possibility  for  us  all. 

Does  this  sound  somehow  boast- 
ful and  unworthy,  to  say  that  /  can 
be  a  Christian?  It  can  be,  if  we  think 
of  it  as  achieving  some  favored 
status  to  boast  about.  But  if  we 
say  we  cannot  be  Christians,  then 
we  have  doomed  ourselves  by  drag- 
ging back  that  old  dream  of  per- 
fection, by  setting  up  an  impos- 
sibly   perfect    standard    and    then 


weakly  excusing  ourselves  for  not 
being  able  to  measure  up  to  it.  The 
Christian  is  he  who  has  heard,  and 
now  tries  to  heed,  the  call  of  Christ: 
"Follow  me."  It  is  not  that  we 
deserve  the  name  "Christian."  But 
we  did  not  give  ourselves  that  name: 
He  gave  it  to  us  when  he  made  us 
his.  And  as  we  follow  him  we  do  not 
grope  forlornly  after  a  dim  and  dis- 
tant dream,  an  impersonal  and  im- 
possible ideal  which  mocks  us  from 
afar.  His  hand  is  upon  us;  His 
mighty  power  moves  within  us;  He 
walks  beside  us. 

It  is  a  far,  far  country  indeed 
where  we  often  find  ourselves,  far 
from  our  Father's  house,  far  from 
home.  It's  going  to  be  a  long  journey 
home,  long  and  dusty  and  weary. 
Does  that  discourage  you  — the  long, 
long  trail  a-winding?  It  should  not, 
for  He  has  come  to  walk  with  us, 
and  brings  with  Him  the  very 
breath  of  home  to  be  real  and  fra- 
grant in  our  nostrils  as  we  walk,  and 
His  love  is  a  music  in  our  hearts 
by  which  our  feet  can  march  on  in 
victory.  Listen  in  faith  and  you  will 
hear  Him  say:  "Follow  me." 

0  be  swift  my  soul  to  answer  Him, 
be  jubilant  my  feet. ...  ■  ■ 


The  job  you  should  have  done  today  will  be  there  tomorrow — along  with 
tomorrow's  job. 

The  self-centered  person  has  a  very  small  theater  of  operations  because  of 
the  shortness  of  his  radius. 


The  only  person  you  can  reform  is  yourself;  let  God  take  care  of  the  others. 

—All  by  Nina  Willis  Walter 


He 
Exchanged 

Wealth 

for 

God 

By  Aubrey  B.  Haines 


Tony  Fontane 


FOR  YEARS  Tony  Fontane  was 
a  singer  of  popular  songs.  His 
recording  of  Cold,  Cold  Heart  sold 
over  1,000,000  copies.  He  has  ap- 
peared on  many  television  network 
programs.  "But  all  that  is  past," 
Tony  says.  "Today  I'm  singing  for 
God." 

A  black-haired  young  singer  of 
Italian  descent  Tony  has  known 
the  meaning  of  fame  and  fortune, 
but  they  were  not  truly  satisfying. 
As  a  result  he  turned  to  the  religion 
of  his  parents,  who  for  years  oper- 
ated a  second-story  mission. 

"I  was  brought  up  in  the  mis- 
sion," Fontane  recalls,  "where  I 
sang  each  Saturday  night.  In  those 
days  I  used  to  sing  'His  Eye  Is  on 


the  Sparrow,'  but  I  didn't  know 
what  the  words  meant.  I'm  glad  to 
say  that  I  do  now." 

Tony  was  always  ashamed  of  his 
parents'  mission.  "My  father's  pay 
check  often  came  in  the  form  of 
vegetables,  with  bacon  added  some- 
times," he  recalls.  "My  friends  at 
school  used  to  say  to  me,  'There's 
a  family  that  runs  a  mission  around 
here  by  the  name  of  Fontane.  Are 
you  related  to  them?' 

'"Isn't  it  strange,'  I'd  say,  'that 
their  name  is  the  same  as  mine,  and 
we  aren't  even  related?' 

"A  drunk  tramp  would  walk  into 
the  mission,  and  Dad  would  sober 
him  up  with  several  cups  of  black 
coffee.  Trying  to  convert  the  man, 


he  would  kneel  with  him.  Although 
the  tramp  would  kneel  drunk,  he 
would  arise  sober.  Dad  had  patches 
on  the  sleeve  of  his  shirts  and  coat. 
He  would  give  the  tramp  a  shower 
and  rub  him  with  alcohol.  Then 
he'd  look  for  a  pair  of  shoes  for  him. 

"After  trying  a  number  of  pairs 
on  him  from  the  shoe  box  in  the 
corner,  none  of  which  would  fit, 
Dad  would  look  at  the  man's  foot 
and  exclaim,  'Isn't  it  surprising? 
You  and  I  have  the  same  size  foot!' 
Then  he  would  give  the  man  his 
own  shoes  and  take  a  pair  from  the 
box  for  himself.  They  didn't  fit  him 
until  he  had  put  some  paper  inside 
to  make  the  size  smaller." 

Tony  would  often  find  his  mother 
at  prayer.  "Somehow  I  always  felt 
that  she  was  praying  for  me,"  he 
recalls.  "I'd  go  over  to  her,  tap  her 
on  the  shoulder,  and  say,  'Mother, 
you've  prayed  for  me  for  years,  but 
nothing  has  ever  happened  to  me. 
Can't  you  see  that  God  doesn't 
answer  prayer?' 

"She  would  reply,  'God  will 
answer  my  prayer  when  he  gets 
ready.'" 

TONY  told  his  parents  that  he 
could  not  be  content  with  such 
poverty  as  they  themselves  en- 
dured. He  desired  wealth,  fame,  and 
success  in  order  to  rise  above  such 
circumstances.  Deciding  to  start 
out  on  his  own,  he  told  his  parents 
good-by  and  set  out  to  get  audi- 
tions. 

Having  relatives  in  Chicago, 
Tony  went  there  to  audition.  Final- 
ly he  appeared  on  Teen  Town  on  the 
ABC  network,  first  on  radio  then 


on  television.  "In  those  days,"  he 
recalls,  "my  interests  were:  money, 
publicity,  clothes,  and  my  wife  — in 
that  order." 

After  Tony  began  getting  engage- 
ments, he  wrote  home:  "Dear  Folks: 
It's  been  eight  months  since  I  last 
wrote,  but  I've  been  so  busy  making 
money  that  only  now  I've  returned 
home  from  depositing  $1,800  in  the 
bank.  I  know  that  you  folks  never 
made  money  like  that.  I  was  always 
sorry  for  you,  because  you'd  never 
been  able  to  do  so." 

His  parents  would  reply:  "Dear 
Tony:  We're  glad  if  you're  doing 
what  you  want  to  do  and  are  satis- 
fied with  such  a  life."  His  mother 
would  add  a  brief  postscript,  "Son, 
I'm  still  praying  for  you." 

One  day  Tony  was  working  at  the 
Bar  of  Music  in  Los  Angeles  when 
a  telegram  came  from  his  father. 
His  mother  was  ill  and  was  not  ex- 
pected to  live.  Tony  flew  home.  He 
realized  that  his  mother  had  had 
cancer  of  the  spine  for  seven  years. 

"I  told  God  on  the  way  home 
that  I  was  Tony  Fontane,"  he  re- 
calls, "that  I'd  sold  more  than 
1,000,000  copies  of  one  of  my  rec- 
ords, and  that  I  had  appeared  on  Ed 
Sullivan's  show  and  many  other 
television  programs.  Therefore,  God 
had  every  reason  to  wish  to  listen 
especially  to  my  prayer.  I  promised 
him  that  I  would  become  a  Chris- 
tian if  he  would  heal  my  mother. 
When  I  got  home  and  saw  Mother, 
I  told  her  what  I  had  prayed." 

"'Son,'  she  replied,  'you  can't 
make  a  deal  with  God.' 

"Several  days  later  she  died. 
Then  I    was   bitter    in    my    heart 
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against  God  for  not  letting  her  live." 

SOMETIME  later  Tony  Fontane 
was  in  an  automobile  accident, 
struck  by  a  car  that  was  traveling 
sixty  miles  an  hour.  It  resulted  in 
a  brain  injury  and  a  skull  fracture. 
For  some  time  Tony  was  uncon- 
scious. When  he  regained  conscious- 
ness, he  was  blind.  His  doctor  said 
that  he  would  never  sing  again. 

"My  wife  and  friends  came  to  the 
hospital  to  see  me,"  Tony  recalls. 
"My  wife  told  the  doctor,  'We  want 
the  best  for  Tony.  If  another  spe- 
cialist or  if  some  scarce  medicine 
is  required,  we'll  be  glad  to  pay  — 
whatever  the  cost.  In  fact,  I'll  be 
glad  to  give  you  a  check  now.' 

"'There  isn't  a  check  large 
enough  to  get  Tony  out  of  this  one,' 
the  doctor  replied. 

"My  wife  grabbed  my  hand, 
prayed,  and  became  converted.  So 
did  I,  and  three  hours  later  her 
prayers  for  my  recovery  were  an- 
swered. 'You  see,'  she  said,  T 
prayed,  and  it  works." 

When  Tony  was  well,  he  returned 
to  the  club  to  show  the  doctor  that 


ILL  WONDER 

The  little  things  that  fret  me  now 
Will  seem  when  life  is  past, 
So  trivial,  I'll  wonder  how 
So  great  a  shadow  they  cast. 

The  things  of  lasting  happiness, 
One  day  will  tower  so  tall, 
I'll  wonder  how  I  ever  could 
Have  thought  that  they  were  small. 

From  The  Warp  and  Woof  by 
Celeste  H.  Childs 


he  could  sing.  Apparently  both  his 
blindness  and  his  vocal  inability 
were  only  temporary. 

"Whatever  you  may  have,"  the 
doctor  said,  "is  the  right  thing. 
You're  still  young,  and  the  Lord 
can  use  you,  but  I'm  up  in  years 
and  haven't  much  longer  to  live. 
God  wouldn't  want  me." 

"No  matter  how  old  you  are," 
Tony  replied,  "God  can  always  use 
you.  But  I  can't  give  God  to  you. 
I  can  only  show  him  to  you.  You 
must  accept  the  grace  of  God  for 
yourself." 

Tony's  mother  used  to  pray  that 
someday  her  son  and  his  father 
would  stand  on  the  same  platform, 
witnessing  for  Christ.  She  never 
lived  to  see  the  time,  however,  for 
that  day  did  not  arrive  until  one 
Saturday  night  in  March,  1960, 
when  Tony  and  his  father  got  to- 
gether at  a  meeting  in  Pittsburgh's 
Carnegie  Hall.  As  they  stood  to- 
gether on  the  platform,  Tony's  past 
life  came  before  him. 

In  recent  years  he  has  appeared 
in  a  motion  picture,  The  Tony 
Fontane  Story,  presented  by  Youth 
Films  of  Muskegon,  Michigan.  The 
color  film  tells  his  life  story,  in- 
cluding his  automobile  accident 
and  his  conversion  and  contains 
many  scenes  in  which  Tony  sings 
gospel  songs.  Today  Tony  Fontane 
says:  "I'm  convinced  that  when  one 
refuses  Christ,  he  has  committed 
suicide.  I  can't  say  that  I've  never 
sinned  since  then  or  that  I  haven't 
had  problems.  But  now  I  have  a 
place  to  take  my  sins  for  forgive- 
ness and  a  place  to  take  my  prob- 
lems for  their  solution."  ■  ■ 
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2oiW%  ^ewa/tcfed 


By  Edmund  Manchester 


Patty's  Pig  brings  gaiety  to  a  New  Year's  Eve  party 


REACHING  home  on  December 
29,  William  Edward  O'Con- 
nell  had  expected  his  best  girl, 
Scherie  Anthony,  to  be  waiting 
with  open  arms  to  welcome  him. 
Bill  was  wrong!  He  found  this  out, 
with  a  shattering  jolt,  when  he 
phoned  for  a  date. 

"You  didn't  answer  my  letters. 
What  was  I  to  think?" 

"I've  been  busy  moving  around," 
said  Bill,  who  was  qualified  when 
in  uniform  to  wear  sergeant  chev- 
rons in  the  Marine  Corps.  "After 
my  Vietnam  hitch,  I  was  sent  to 
Ireland  and  put  on  guard  detail 
at  the  American  Embassy  in 
Dublin.  I've  thought  of  no  one  else 
but  you,  Scherie.  How  about  you 
and  me  getting  together  on  New 
Year's  Eve?" 


"I'm  afraid  that's  impossible." 
Was  there  a  warm  note  of  regret  in 
her  voice?  "You  see,  I'm  going  out 
with  Joe  Jones  New  Year's  Eve. 
Remember  him?  He's  in  the  Navy, 
and  is  home  for  the  holidays." 

"Sure  I  remember  the  joker.  I 
ought  to!"  Bill's  voice  was  tinged 
with  sarcasm.  "As  neighborhood 
kids,  I  could  whip  the  dickens  out 
of  him.  But  y'know  something?  He 
made  up  for  it  when  we  wrestled. 
I  still  carry  a  souvenir  from  those 
days— a  scar  on  my  right  shoulder 
where  he  threw  me." 

"Joe  wrote  he  does  a  lot  of 
wrestling  in  the  Navy.  He's  re- 
served a  table  for  us  at  the  new 
Swinging  Set  discotheque  for  New 
Year's  Eve."  She  paused,  reflected 
an  instant,  then  added,    "By    the 
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way,  why  don't  you  stop  by  there 
honey,  if  you  haven't  got  anything 
else  to  do?" 

That's  the  way  the  ball  of  love 
bounces!  Bill  thought  regretfully. 
But  she  had  called  him  "honey." 
If  I  can  think  up  some  stunt  to 
knock  Joe  out  of  the  ring,  I'll  be 
back  in  business.  But  how?  I  just 
have  to  win  her  back  from  that 
swabbie. 

"Don't  be  surprised  when  I  drop 
in  on  you,"  Bill  said  in  a  tone  that 
would  charm  the  devil.  "I  sure  am 
anxious  to  see  you.  And,  Scherie, 
please  don't  stay  angry  with  me 
for  not  answering  your  letters.  You 
should  know  by  now  I'm  not  much 
good  at  writing  letters." 

"I'm  not  angry,"  she  told  him, 
"only  disappointed.  But  it's  water 
under  the  bridge.  Joe  wrote  twice, 
sometimes  three  times  weekly,  so  I 
didn't  mind  not  hearing  from  you." 

Pow!  Bill  flinched,  and  realized 
that  his  campaign  for  winning  her 
away  from  Joe  was  going  to  be 
tougher  than  he  thought.  As  soon 
as  Scherie  hung  up  the  phone, 
Bill's  brain  began  doing  its  home- 
work. He  had  to  figure  out  a  sure- 
fire scheme  to  get  the  best  of  the 
sailor-boy. 

From  sometime  ago,  Bill  remem- 
bered vaguely  something  "wild" 
that  almost  had  to  do  with  wres- 
tling. However,  he  couldn't  recall 
just  what  it  was.  He  concentrated 
on  the  word— wrestling?  Boxing? 
No,  it  had  to  be  wrestling.  Bill 
nearly  had  it.  Hold  it  a  second!  The 
recollection  was  beginning  to  come 
on  clear  as  on  a  radar  screen. 

The  incident  took  place  last  New 


Year's  Eve  in  a  crowded  Dublin 
discotheque.  He  recalled  that  a  live 
piglet  had  been  let  loose  among  the 
dancing  couples.  And  there  had 
been  a  prize  for  anyone  who  could 
catch  the  pig  and  wrestle  it  back 
into  its  pen.  Bill  knew  that  it  was 
an  old  Irish  custom  for  promoting 
gaiety  and  jolly  fun  at  New  Year's 
Eve  parties.  He  felt  inspired!  It 
would  be  a  great  scheme  to  pull  on 
Joe  Jones.  He  chuckled,  thinking 
about  Joe  and  the  pig.  Would  it 
help  him  to  recapture  Scherie's 
interest? 

But  where  would  he  get  a  live 
pig  in  New  York  City?  And  the 
next  problem  was  to  get  the  pig  into 
the  discotheque.  Diligently,  Bill 
started  the  wheels  of  his  mind  whirl- 
ing. He  had  it! 

A  pig  farmer  in  Secaucus,  New 
Jersey,  rented  him  a  young  shote. 
The  piglet  Bill  selected  was  as  clean 
and  adorable  as  a  baby's  milk 
bottle.  Also,  it  was  very  lively.  Its 
name?  Patty's  Pig. 

THE  evening  of  December  31, 
Patty's  Pig,  encased  in  a 
beautifully  decorated  box,  and 
supplied  with  enough  vegetable  to 
keep  it  contented  was  conveniently 
smuggled  into  the  Swinging  Set, 
after  Bill  greased  the  palms  of  the 
doorman  and  hatcheck  girl.  What 
a  round  of  unexpected  joy  was  in 
store  for  the  merrymakers! 

When  Bill  joined  Scherie  and  Joe 
at  their  table,  Bill  found  he  wasn't 
the  only  one  who  had  had  a  surprise 
up  his  sleeve. 

Scherie  had  brought  along  a  gal 
named  Paulette  Mims,  a  ravishing 


14 


brunette  beauty.  Instantly,  Bill 
seemed  to  fall  head  over  heels  in 
love  with  the  gorgeous  girl.  He  tried 
every  trick  in  his  book  to  impress 
Paulette  and  arouse  Scherie's  jeal- 
ousy. He  pulled  out  all  stops  in  his 
suave,  man  about  town  manner.  I'll 
teach  her  a  good  lesson,  he  told  him- 
self reassuringly.  She  will  never 
forget  this  night. 

Suddenly,  Bill  wished  that  he 
hadn't  drummed  up  the  pig  stunt. 
Me,  and  my  pig  scheme!  he  thought. 
Paulette  would  surely  be  scornful 
of  such  ridiculous  roughhouse  she- 
nanigans. Whatever  got  into  me  to 
think  I  could  get  away  with  this— 
this  childish  nonsense?  he  worried. 
Panic  washed  over  him.  The  mid- 
night hour  was  rapidly  approaching. 
He  excused  himself  to  go  to  the 
checkroom  planning  to  stash  Patty's 
Pig  there.  He'd  charm  the  check- 
room girl  into  keeping  it.  Wasn't 
she  in  on  the  deal?  His  effort, 
though,  was  shot  asunder  by  the 
prankish  saltie. 

"Hey,  what's  the  rush,  leather- 
neck? What  y'got  in  the  pretty  box? 
a  present?"  he  snatched  the  box 
out  of  Bill's  grasp  playfully,  and 
shook  it.  The  pig  stopped  munching 
the  vegetable.  There  was  a  loud, 
shrill  squeal.  The  sailor  whistled, 
"Well,  what  d'y'know?  An  honest- 
to-goodness  live  hog!"  And  he 
firmly  yanked  open  the  box.  At 
that  instant  bells  began  to  ring, 
whistles  began  blowing,  and  noise- 
makers  started  ushering  in  the  New 
Year. 

Patty's  Pig  scampered  off  among 
the  revelers.  Girls  shrieked.  Women 
screamed.  Men  roared. 


Scherie's  loud  squeals  brought 
Bill  back  down  to  earth.  "Oh,  catch 
him!  Catch  him  for  me,  Bill.  It's 
supposed  to  bring  good  luck  to 
touch  a  live  pig  on  New  Year's 
Eve."  She  jumped  up  and  down, 
her  eyes  sparkling  with  excitement. 
"Please,  Bill!" 

In  spite  of  the  confusion,  he 
noticed  she'd  asked  him.  Looking 
at  her,  Paulette  failed  to  exist.  He 
was  inspired  by  Scherie's  prompt- 
ings to  outdo  Joe  and  everyone  else 
who  was  desperately  trying  to 
corner  the  little  pig  scampering 
around  the  room.  Finally,  Bill 
latched  onto  the  greased-lightning 
little  shote,  for  which,  he  was  sound- 
ly rewarded  with  a  long,  warm  kiss 

by  Scherie.  Out  of  breath,  they  sat 
stroking  and  fondling  the  pig. 

"Nice  little  pig,"  he  said.  "You 
changed  my  luck." 

"And  mine,"  resting  her  head  on 
his  shoulder.   "If  you  write?" 

"Why  worry  now?  I've  got  four- 
teen days'  leave  and  we've  wasted 
three.  Come  on,  let's  get  out  of  here, 
pig  'n'  all."  ■  ■ 


BLOCKS  OR  STONES 

You  can't  avoid  the  stumbling  blocks, 
Like  measles  you're  sure  to  get  them. 
But  they  remain  as  stumbling  blocks 
Only  so  long  as  you  let  them. 

If  you  will  cease  to  grumble  and  grouch, 
Let  up  on  your  sighs  and  moans 
And  climb  the  blocks  they  can  be  made 
Into  wonderful  steppingstones. 

— Enola  Chamberlin 
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The  Question  of  Jesus  and  War 


By  Jack  E.  Brown,  Jr. 


CHAPLAIN,  how  can  you  re- 
concile the  bearing  of  arms . . . 
the  killing  in  war . . .  with  the  Chris- 
tian faith"?  This  question  was  re- 
cently and  sincerely  asked  me  by  a 
soldier  of  my  unit  who  was  brought 
up  to  believe  in  the  teachings  of 
Jesus  Christ.  He  could  not  harmo- 
nize these  two  philosophies . . .  these 
two  conflicting  ethics ...  of  non- 
violence and  the  violence  inherent 
in  open  warfare.  Sergeant  Alvin 
York  had  to  seek  and  find  an  answer 
to  the  same  question  during  World 
War  I.  And,  today,  this  same  ques- 
tion is  asked  by  Christian  people 
over  and  over  again  as  war  clouds 
rise  on  the  horizon  and  more  and 
more  Americans  are  called  to  arms. 

We  are  not  supposed  to  be  war- 
mongers; we  are  taught  to  love 
instead  of  hate;  and  we  are  taught 
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to  preserve  life  rather  than  take 
life.  Then  how  come  we  wear  the 
uniform  of  an  American  fighting 
man  and  are  asked  to  bear  arms 
against  another? 

Well,  I  had  to  answer  this  man, 
and  I  wanted  to  answer  him,  for  I, 
too,  had  to  reconcile  the  question 
of  "Jesus  and  War"  before  I  could 
ever  return  to  the  service  in  the 
uniform  of  my  country  and  serve  as 
a  chaplain.  If  I  could  not  approve 
of  what  my  men  were  training  for 
and  what  my  men  were  being  called 
upon  to  do  under  arms,  I  could  not 
in  good  faith  serve  as  their  chaplain. 

I  found  an  answer  to  this  question 
that  probes  a  man's  soul,  an  answer 
that  I  can  honestly  accept  as  a 
Christian.  I  am  glad  of  the  oppor- 
tunity to  share  this  answer  with 
other  Christian  servicemen  who  are 


How  does  a  Christian  justify  bearing  arms? 


struggling  in  the  throes  of  the 
"Jesus  and  War"  dilemma. 

For  a  Christian  to  "take  up  arms" 
against  another  person,  he  must 
have  a  good  and  justifiable  reason 
in  the  sight  of  God  for  doing  so.  Can 
we  find  such  a  reason?  Is  there  one? 
Didn't  Jesus  teach  us  to  love  our 
enemies  and  to  pray  for  those  who 
persecute  us  and  despitefully  use 
us?  (Matthew  5:43-48).  Surely  he 
taught  this.  And  when  he  was 
attacked,  arrested,  and  brought  be- 
fore the  high  Jewish  court  and  sub- 
jected to  the  worst  men  had  to  offer, 
do  we  find  him  striking  back  at  his 
offenders?  Did  he  curse  his  execu- 
tioners for  hanging  him  on  a  crim- 
inal's cross  of  shame?  Did  he  call 
down  the  wrath  of  his  heavenly 
Father  upon  those  who  mistreated 
him?  No,  we  find  none  of  this  per- 
sonal vengeance  in  Jesus,  and  this 
is  why  it  is  so  hard  for  one  who 
takes  his  Christianity  seriously  to 
take  up  the  arms  of  warfare  against 
another. 

Many  refuse  to  ever  bear  arms 
against  another  and  we  call  them 
pacifists.  But,  let  me  be  quick  to 
say  that  many  pacifists  are  strongly 
patriotic  and  do  feel  a  real  obliga- 
tion to  serve  their  country.  They 
will  enter  the  service  and  admirably 
carry  their  share  of  the  load.  How- 
ever, they  serve  without  a  weapon 
as  noncombatants.  We  must  respect 
the  patriotic  pacifist  who  shoulders 
his  responsibility  in  the  defense  of 
his  country. 


There  are  other  pacifists  who  take 
other  courses  of  action  which  are 
quite  unpatriotic,  such  as  draft  card 
burning,  hurrying  to  marry  before  a 
draft  deferment  deadline,  fleeing  to 
Canada,  anti-war  demonstrations, 
and  heaping  scorn  and  ridicule  upon 
our  national  and  military  leaders. 
Most  of  us  cannot  endorse  these 
actions  which  are  indicative  of 
irresponsible  citizenship. 

So,  the  Christian  cannot  sidestep 
this  issue.  The  present  war  m  Viet- 
nam is  front-page  international 
news  every  day.  And  today  as  I 
write  these  words,  the  American 
casualty  and  death  toll  in  Vietnam 
is  at  an  all-time  high  for  any  pre- 
vious week  of  the  war.  If  we  take 
our  Christian  faith  seriously,  we 
must  not  only  ask,  but  also  answer, 
the  questions:  "How  can  I  as  a 
Christian  approve  of  war?"  and 
"How  can  I  as  a  Christian  service- 
man participate  in  war  in  good 
faith?" 

We  Are  Our  Brother's  Keeper 

From  the  first  family  feud  be- 
tween Cain  and  Abel,  and  the  sub- 
sequent murder  of  Abel  by  Cain, 
comes  those  words  asked  by  Cain 
when  God  inquired  about  the 
whereabouts  of  his  brother:  "Am  I 
my  brother's  keeper?"  Cain  was . . . 
and  so  are  we  our  brother's  keeper. 

God  does  teach  us  that  we  are 
responsible  to  and  for  our  brother. 
We  are  to  be  concerned  about  the 
poor,  the   weak,    the   hungry,    the 
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homeless,  the  downtrodden,  the 
persecuted,  and  the  imprisoned.  By 
his  life  and  ministry  Jesus  Christ 
certainly  taught  this!  This  respon- 
sible concern  for  our  brother  should 
issue  forth  into  good  works  to  help 
alleviate  the  needs  of  our  brother. 
This  we  would  call  obedience  to  the 
social  implications  of  the  gospel  of 
Christ. 

Now,  when  did  Jesus  really  get 
angry?  He  became  angry  when  he 
saw  the  rights  of  others  abused, 
when  he  saw  greed  and  covetous- 
ness  aimed  at  the  innocent,  when 
he  saw  the  downtrodden  shunned 
and  ignored  by  the  so-called  reli- 
gious people  of  his  day.  These 
accounts  of  "the  anger  of  Jesus" 
are  fairly  frequent  in  the  New 
Testament:  the  parable  of  the  good 
Samaritan,  the  cleansing  of  the 
temple,  the  scolding  of  the  religious 
leaders  (Luke  11,  Matthew  23, 
Mark  12)  being  a  few  of  these  refer- 
ences. 

What  man  . . .  what  Christian 
man . . .  could  stand  by  and  watch 
his  loved  ones  and  neighbors  threat- 
ened and  persecuted  without  lifting 
his  hand  to  protect  them  if  he  were 
able?  Not  one  of  us  could  remain 
silent  as  if  to  say  it  really  didn't 
matter  to  us. 

Suppose  a  relatively  defenseless 
people  were  attacked  by  others  who 
were  out  to  steal  their  freedoms, 
their  property  rights,  their  homes, 
and  seek  to  virtually  enslave  the 
weaker  people.  And  suppose  these 
threatened  people  were  to  call  for 
help  against  those  who  had  cast 
aside  the  sacredness  of  life  and 
liberty  and  had  chosen  the  way  of 


covetousness  and  greed.  Should  we 
answer  their  call,  believing  it  our 
Christian  obligation  to  help,  pro- 
tect, and  defend  them? 

Yes,  I  personally  believe  that  the 
Christian  faith  must  answer  such 
a  call  for  help  and  to  protect  those 
who  are  threatened  by  those  who 
have  seemingly  cast  aside  the  vir- 
tues of  peace,  justice,  love,  and 
truth.  You  see,  it  is  not  so  much  my 
striking  back  at  someone  who  has 
struck  me  personally;  rather,  it  is 
defending  with  whatever  means  is 
necessary  against  those  who  strike 
my  brother,  whoever  and  wherever 
my  brother  might  be. 

Some  people  in  our  world  have 
lived  in  the  past,  and  are  living 
today,  by  the  "iron  rule,"  namely, 
"I  want  what  you  have,  and  I'll 
take  it  by  force  if  I  have  to."  Well, 
as  long  as  this  type  of  philosophy 
is  found  in  the  hearts  of  some  men, 
we  Christians  have  a  moral  obliga- 
tion to  stand  guard  against  it.  It 
isn't  that  we  hate  these  people  but 
that  we  strongly  oppose  their  atti- 
tude and  their  actions.  We  are  our 
brother's  keeper. 

Also,  There  Are  Those  Who  Died 
for  Us 

We  are  eternally  indebted  to  past 
Americans  whose  blood  has  stained 
many  a  battlefield,  as  they  paid 
the  supreme  sacrifice  in  the  defense 
of  freedom.  "If  it  is  our  pleasure  to 
enjoy  freedom,  it  is  then  our  duty 
to  defend  it."  This  they  have  done. 

When  I  was  a  little  boy  in  school, 
enjoying  the  wonderfulness  of  grow- 
ing up  in  a  free  land,  there  were 
American  servicemen  dying  for  me 
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and  for  millions  of  other  children 
like  me.  They  had  gone  off  to  war- 
far  from  home— and  were  making 
it  possible,  by  their  willingness  to 
sacrifice,  for  us  to  grow  up  to  cherish 
our  American  heritage  of  freedom 
of  religion,  freedom  from  fear,  free- 
dom from  want,  and  freedom  from 
war. 

To  fire  accusations  of  scorn  and 
ridicule  at  our  American  leaders 
when  American  servicemen  are  pay- 
ing the  same  supreme  sacrifice  to- 
day is  to  bring  disgrace  to  the  noble- 
ness of  sacrifice  and  it  is  a  mockery 
to  those  many  Americans  who  lie 
under  tens  of  thousands  of  white 
crosses  in  memorial  cemeteries 
around  the  world.  Someone  cared 
enough  for  us  and  protected  us  with 
their  lives  when  we  could  not  pro- 
tect ourselves.  Should  anything  less 
be  asked  of  us  and  expected  of  us? 

Finally,  with  Every  Privilege  There 
Is  an  Obligation 

Jesus  said:  "The  man  to  whom 
much  is  given,  of  him  much  is  re- 
quired; the  man  to  whom  more  is 
given,  of  him  much  more  is  re- 
quired" (Luke  12:48).  For  one  to 
enjoy  the  privileges  of  freedom  and 
peace,  he  must  also  be  willing  to 
share  the  cost  of  preserving  those 


same  privileges  for  others.  We  are 
shocked,  to  put  it  mildly,  to  know 
of  people  who  want  many  of  the 
privileges  of  America  but  do  not 
want  to  shoulder  their  part  of  the 
responsibility  of  preserving  and 
bequeathing  these  same  blessings 
of  freedom  to  our  children  and  to 
our  children's  children. 

We  should  be  unfailing  in  our 
efforts  for  peace;  we  should  pray 
for  the  day  when  men  will  learn 
war  no  more.  We  must  face  the  issue 
of  war  sensibly  and  responsibly, 
remembering  our  Lord's  concern 
for  others . . .  concern  enough  to 
die  for  the  sins  of  us  all. 

We  should  remember  those  Amer- 
icans who  have  died,  and  who  are 
dying  today,  for  the  cause  of  free- 
dom. May  their  sacrifices  not  be 
in  vain. 

We  must  also  remember  that  the 
Christian  who  bears  arms  against 
another  must  use  these  arms  to  pro- 
tect his  brother  from  greed,  covet- 
ousness  and  aggression.  May  God 
hasten  the  day  when  all  men  shall 
"...beat  their  swords  into  plow- 
shares, and  their  spears  into  prun- 
ning  hooks;  when  nation  shall  not 
lift  up  sword  against  nation,  neither 
shall  they  learn  war  any  more" 
(Micah4:3).  ■■ 


The  best  place  to  be  when  tornadoes  strike  is  somewhere  else. 

It  would  be  nice  if  politicians  worked  as  hard  on  the  job  as  they  do  to  get  it. 

A  visit  to  any  art  gallery  is  convincing  that  things  are  not  as  bad  as  they  are 
painted. 

The  world  began  with  "Adam"  and  may  end  with  "Atom." — 

— All  by  Jack  Herbert 
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The  U.  S.  Information  Service 
presents  our  image  to  the  world 


Photo  Story  by  Dale  Whitney 


Although  a  picture  of  President 
Johnson  now  precedes  the  reception 
hall  of  the  United  States  Information 
Service  in  Vienna,  a  large  picture  of 
President  Kennedy  still  hangs  in  the 
office  of  Philip  Arnold,  the  young  man 
who  tells  the  world  about  America  in 
his  position  as  Assistant  Information 
Officer. 


Mr.  Arnold,  would  you  describe   a 
typical  day  on  the  job? 

First  thing  in  the  morning  I  go 
through  all  the  Austrian  morning 
papers.  Then  I  read  the  wireless 
file  — a  special  bulletin  that  comes 
to  our  information  office  during  the 
night  by  radio  teletype  from  Wash- 
ington. It  gives  the  official  texts  of 
recent  government  pronouncements 
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and    decisions,    and    also     official 
government  news. 

At  9:15  we  have  a  meeting  with 
some  of  our  senior  Austrian  staff 
people  to  check  through  the  news. 
We  discuss  what  has  been  and  what 
hasn't  been  in  the  Austrian  news- 
papers. 

For  example,  there  might  have 
been  an  important  statement  con- 


cerning  Latin  American  affairs 
which  the  Austrian  papers  did  not 
print.  If  this  happens,  we  put  the 
information  into  our  daily  news 
summary  (printed  in  German,  the 
language  spoken  in  Austria),  run  off 
a  few  hundred  mimeograph  copies 
to  send  to  newspapers  throughout 
the  country.  In  this  way,  we  can 
be  sure  the  official  American  posi- 
tion is  brought  to  the  attention  of 
the  Austrian  press. 

At  the  same  time  we  go  through 
a  stack  of  photographs  and  feature 
material  that  we  receive  by  mail. 
Washington  sends  a  constant  flow 
of   feature    stories    about    various 


aspects  of  American  life  — such  as 
touring  the  United  States,  the  life 
of  a  county  agent  in  the  Midwest 
as  he  helps  farmers  increase  their 
crops,  slum-clearance,  desegrega- 
tion, and  so  forth. 

After  we've  selected  what  we 
want,  we  have  the  articles  trans- 
lated into  German.  In  case  Wash- 
ington did  not  send  photos,  we  get 
a  series  of  them  from  our  "picture 
morgue." 

We  carefully  choose  which  fea- 
ture articles  go  to  which  publica- 
tions. For  instance,  we  would  send 
a  story  on  the  Boy  Scout  Jamboree 
to  a  Boy  Scout  magazine  in  Austria. 


Philip  Arnold  visits  a  photo  lab  to  discuss  pictures  to  be  printed  of  the 
election  of  the  President  of  the  USA.  The  Vienna  USIS  building  has  a  huge 
photo  morgue  with  thousands  of  negatives  and  pictures  covering  every 
subject  related  to  our  American  life.  (L  to  R):  Lab  technician;  Mr.  Arnold; 
Marvin  Sorking,  Chief,  Information  office;  and  Jeff  Reiner,  Austrian 
photographer.  USIS  is  responsible  for  many  large  photo  exhibits  as  well  as 
picture  contributions  to  foreign  newspapers. 


We  also  prepare  photo  exhibits  for 
special  groups  or  conferences. 

On  one  day  a  week  we  have  a 
general  meeting  of  all  American 
officers  of  the  post  to  discuss  gen- 
eral problems.  Perhaps  we'll  decide 
to  donate  a  large  collection  of  medi- 
cal or  scientific  text-books  to  the 
Vienna  University.  Or,  we  might 
suggest  ways  to  save  money  in  our 
budget.  Many  times  we  discuss 
press  and  information  programs - 
we  might  decide  a  recent  speech  by 
President  Johnson  is  important 
enough  to  translate  into  German, 
print  in  a  pamphlet,  and  distribute 
around  the  country. 

In  a  meeting  like  this,  we  draw 
on  many  varied  experiences.  One 
man  may  have  been  in  India  for 
five  years,  another  in  Germany,  and 
another  in  Italy  or  in  Egypt. 

After  the  meeting,  I  sit  down  at 
my  desk  to  finish  a  report  to  Wash- 
ington. This  report  is  very  im- 
portant. Its  purpose  is  to  keep 
Washington  informed  of  what  we 
are  doing— which  of  our  programs 
are  a  success,  and  in  what  areas  we 
are  encountering  difficulties.  Or,  I 
might  report  on  some  criticism  of 
America  in  the  Austrian  news- 
papers. 

I  frequently  have  lunch  with 
Austrian  journalists  and  politicians. 
There  are  journalists  from  other 
countries  too,  as  Vienna  is  a  very 
important  foreign  press  center  be- 
cause it  borders  on  the  East  Euro- 
pean countries. 

Over  lunch  I  explain  American 
positions  on  international  develop- 
ments and  exchange  information 
not  only  about  Austria,  but  about 
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Picture  above  and  to  right  on  next 
page  show  Philip  Arnold  and  his  wife 
Gael  busy  enjoying  their  favorite 
hobby— cooking.  Philip  likes  to  help 
his  wife;  and  Gael  says  that  after  14 
months  of  married  life  she  is  still 
learning  to  cook.  Philip  likes  to  do  his 
entertaining  at  home  and  he  is  handy 
in  the  kitchen.  Everyone  brings  the 
hostess  candy  or  flowers.  It  is  a  real 
challenge  to  a  young  wife  to  learn  to 
entertain  gracefully,  even  greeting 
foreign  guests  in  their  own  language. 


political  problems  throughout  the 
world.  This  is  what  we  call  "per- 
sonal contact"  and  though  it  often 
takes  a  big  hunk  out  of  our  work- 
day, it's  vitally  important.  There 
might  be  a  writer  who  prepares  an 
article  for  the  press  without  fully 
understanding  what  the  American 
position  is  on  the  questions  he's 
dealing  with.  Our  agency  could  send 
him  a  hundred  pamphlets  and  write 
him  a  thousand  letters,  but  we'd 
probably  do  much  better  just  sitting 
down  over  a  cup  of  coffee  and  talk- 
ing with  him,  answering  all  his 
questions  as  they  come  up. 

After  lunch  I  might  go  up  to  our 
photo  morgue  where  we  have  about 
100,000  negatives  for  a  particular 
subject  about  which  we  are  doing 
a  pamphlet— maybe  disarmament, 


or  the  American  economic  situation, 
or  social  security  in  the  United 
States.  I  try  to  find  10  or  15  photos 
that  tell  the  story.  At  the  same 
time,  someone  else  is  preparing  the 
final  text.  Then  we  put  the  whole 
thing  together  attractively. 

Perhaps  while  I'm  doing  this,  one 
of  the  American  correspondents  in 
Vienna— from  Time- Life  or  any 
newspaper  with  a  representative 
here  — drops  in  for  a  chat  about 
American  or  Austrian  politics  or 
about  the  coming  visit  of  an 
American  official. 

When  this  happens— such  as  the 
time  President  Kennedy  met  with 
Khrushchev  in  Vienna— we  are 
twice  as  busy.  We  must  prepare  a 
news  summary  of  the  past  night's 
news  to  be  given  to  the  President 
at  breakfast,  keep  correspondents 
informed,  take  pictures  to  be  dis- 
tributed throughout  the  world. 

At  the  end  of  the  workday,  I  may 
read  reports  that  come  from  Wash- 
ington concerning  new  programs 
and  activities  of  the  press.  Or  I  may 
look  through  some  magazines  that 
our  colleagues  in  France  or  England 
produce,  in  order  to  get  new  ideas 
or  reprints  for  use  in  Austria. 

That's  my  workday  — except  for 
a  late  afternoon  coffee  break! 

How  Did  You  Prepare  for  This  Job? 

In  college  I  took  a  wide  variety 
of  courses,  then  majored  in  Inter- 
national Politics.  After  graduation, 
I  studied  International  economics 
and  Mid-Eastern  affairs  at  the 
School  of  Advanced  International 
Studies  in  Washington. 

Then  I  worked  for  two  years  as 
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Not  all  entertaining  is  for  large  parties.  Sometimes  just  two  people  are 
invited  for  a  Sunday  "snack."  Just  the  same  the  Arnolds  use  their  best 
china  to  make  the  table  attractive  with  tall  candlesticks. 


a  Field  Observer  for  CARE  in 
Yugoslavia.  I  had  a  fabulous  time, 
traveling  all  around  the  country  in 
a  jeep,  supervising  food  distribu- 
tion. 

After  that  I  returned  to  Wash- 
ington to  apply  for  a  job  with  the 
USIS.  Three  interviews  later  (the 
most  difficult  was  a  quiz  on  Ameri- 
can history,  economics  and  foreign 
policy)  I  was  accepted.  Then  follow- 
ed a  12 -week  training  program  in 
Washington,  in  which  I  brushed  up 
on  American   history    and    culture 


and  the  foreign  language  I  was  to 
use,  and  became  familiar  with  the 
USIS  set-up  in  Washington. 

My  first  assignment  was  Yugo- 
slavia. I  worked  a  little  while  in 
each  section  of  the  office,  so  that  I 
could  see  how  everything  worked. 
Then  we  decided  which  job  I  would 
be  best  at. 

How  Often  Do  You  Move? 

We  call  assignments  "tours  of 
duty"  and  they  usually  last  three 
years.  One  exception  is  a  "hardship 


24 


ABOVE:  After  several  years  in 
Vienna,  the  Arnolds  still  find 
interesting  spots  to  visit.  Here  they 
are  out  walking  and  are  in  front  of  the 
house  where  Beethoven  once  lived. 

ABOVE  RIGHT:  Gael  shops  for  a 
company  meal  and  surprises  the 
butcher  by  speaking  German. 

RIGHT:  An  important  part  of 
Philip's  work  is  entertaining  foreign 
journalists  and  Austrian  government 
officials  at  formal  dinners.  Gael  has 
learned  to  know  how  to  buy  in 
Austrian  markets. 


V 


Phil  and  Gael  shown  approaching 
Vienna  meat  market.  Usually  Gael 
goes  alone,  but  on  this  particular  day 
her  husband  is  tagging  along. 


Do  You  Have  Any  Choice  in  Where 
You  Go? 

When  I  joined  the  USIS  I  agreed 
—  as  all  officers  must—  to  go  any- 
where in  the  world.  However, 
agency  officials  are  very  reasonable 
about  assignments.  They  try  to  give 
their  people  assignments  in  the 
areas  where  they  want  to  go  and 
are  trained  to  go.  If  you're  not 
interested  in  a  country,  you  won't 


On  this  day  Gael  is  shopping  in  the 
area  of  Grinzing,  a  small  village  near 
and  part  of  Vienna  Woods.  Here  she  is 
passing  a  bakery.  Sign  Torten  und 
Backereien  means  "cake  and 
breads."  The  large  leather  sack  she  is 
carrying  (along  with  her  handbag)  is 
to  hold  her  purchases  since  most 
European  food  shops  do  not  use  large 
paper  bags  like  the  USA 
supermarkets. 


post"  where  tours  of  duty  last  only 
two  years.  This  is  a  place  that 
lacks  sanitation  facilities,  has  few 
doctors,  hard  living  conditions,  or 
a  post  far  away  from  anything  else. 

After  three  overseas  tours,  we 
usually  return  to  Washington  for 
three  years. 

We  aren't  looking  forward  to 
leaving  Vienna.  First  of  all,  this 
is  where  I  met  my  wife,  though  she's 
from  my  hometown  — New  York 
City!  Also,  we'll  miss  the  opera, 
the  mountains  and  lakes,  and  the 
skiing. 
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do  as  good  a  job  as  if  you're  truly 
interested. 

Do  You  Ever  Get  Homesick? 

Oh,  yes.  But  we  all  get  "home 
leave"  in  the  United  States  every 
two  or  three  years  for  a  long  vaca- 
tion. 

What's  Your  Advice  to  Others  Who 
May  Want  an  Overseas  Job? 

To  tell  the  truth,  I  think  the  best 
way  to  prepare  is  to  be  interested 
in  almost  everything!  Perhaps  the 
most  important  thing  is  to  learn 
American  history.  Also  you  should 
know  a  lot  about  American  cultural 
life  — opera,  books,  music,  ballet. 

Why?  Because  people  will  come 
to  you  with  any  questions  they  have 
on  their  minds.  You  must  answer 
well  because  you  represent  America. 

Also,  it's  a  good  idea  to  know  as 
many  foreign  languages  as  possible. 
Speaking  directly  to  someone  as 
against  speaking  through  an  in- 
terpreter can  mean  all  the  difference 
in  the  world.  Your  ideas  and  words 
never  get  translated  one  hundred 
per  cent  correctly.  And  you'll  miss 
a  lot  if  you  aren't  able  to  read  the 
newspapers  of  the  country  you're  in. 

Beginning  in  the  first  year  of 
junior  high  (if  not  earlier)  you 
should  study  one  of  the  major  world 
languages.  If  you  know  French, 
German,  and  Spanish,  you  can  talk 
to  many  educated  people  through 
the  world. 

Of  course,  it's  splendid  if  you 
can  learn  one  of  the  more  difficult 
languages  such  as  Russian,  Chinese, 
or  Japanese.  Many  times  people 
going  to  areas  where  these  languages 


are  spoken  have  intensive  training 
in  Washington  before  they  leave. 
They  may  study  as  long  as  15  to 
18  months— eight  hours  a  day. 

Still  it's  a  good  idea  to  have  a 
head  start.  The  more  languages  you 
know,  the  easier  it  is  to  learn  a  new 
one. 

Is  it  Difficult  to  Get  a  Job  Such 
as  Yours? 

Here  are  the  requirements  for  a 
foreign  service  career:  You  must  be 
at  least  21  years  old  and  under  31; 
you  pass  a  rigorous  physical  exam; 
you  must  pass  an  oral  and  written 
examination;  and,  if  accepted  for 
service,  you  must  agree  to  serve 
anywhere  in  the  world  where  the 
Agency  needs  you. 

There  are  about  1,700  overseas 
jobs  with  USIS  and  more  than  3,000 
jobs  with  the  Agency  in  Washing- 
ton. Of  course  there  are  thousands 
of  other  people  working  for  the 
government  overseas:  for  the  State 
Department,  the  Agricultural  De- 
partment, and  other  organizations. 
Then,  too,  there  are  more  and  more 
Peace  Corps  members  all  the  time. 

■  ■ 

FAMILY 

What  is  beauty,  wealth,  or  fame 
Without  someone  to  share  it? 
With  love  all  things  are  possible 
From  mansion  down  to  garret. 

— Annie  Kendall  Wilson 

THROUGH  A  GLASS  LESS  DARKLY 

I  wish  that  radio  stations 
Would  put  some  windows  in 
So  they  would  not  say  "Sunny" 
When  it  is  dark  as  sin. 

— Louise  Darcy 
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FAITH  REINTERPRETED 


Is  God  for  Real,  Man? 


By  David  A.  MacLennan 


GOD  is  for  real,  man!  is  the  title  of  a  very  readable  book 
edited  by  Chaplain  Carl  Burke  of  the  Erie  County,  New 
York  Jail.  Chaplain  Burke  has  been  most  effective  as  a  Christian 
friend  and  counselor  of  teen-age  boys  who  may  have  been  labeled 
and  libeled  ''dead-end  kids."  These  boys  from  broken  homes,  some 
of  them  drop-outs  from  school  and  from  meaningful  living,  found 
that  the  great  teachings  of  Jesus  came  alive  when  they  translated 
the  biblical  English  into  their  own  "slanguage."  The  title  is  one  of 
the  affirmations  the  boys  agreed  was  the  chief  affirmation  of  Christ, 
"God  is  for  real,  Man." 

Today  many  a  thoughtful  person  could  put  the  statement  as  a 
question.  'Ts  God  for  real,  man?"  Or  are  the  agnostics  and  atheists 
right  who  say,  "God  isn't  real.  If  God  ever  lived  in  the  minds  of 
people,  he  is  dead  now."  Then,  depending  upon  whether  you  talk 
to  a  philosopher,  a  theologian,  an  "ordinary  Joe"  who  has  been 
disillusioned  by  all  the  cruelty  and  suffering  of  the  world,  the 
arguments  are  brought  out. 

Some  of  these  reasons  for  disbelieving  in  God  are  impressive. 
If  God  exists,  one  says,  why  doesn't  he  do  something  to  correct  the 
dreadful  situation  on  this  planet?  This  world  is  overcrowded  with 

Dr.  MacLennan  is  pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  (United), 
2231  N.  E.  26th  Avenue,  Pompano  Beach,  Fla.  33064 
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OUR  1968  SERIES 

Each  month  during  1968  we  will  publish  a  major  article  on  the  Christian  faith 
by  Dr.  David  A.  MacLennan.  Dr.  MacLennan  is  one  of  our  regular  writers  and  is 
pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  (United)  of  Pompano  Beach,  Florida. 
We  have  given  the  continuing  title  to  this  series:  FAITH  REINTERPRETED. 
We  know  that  as  young  people  mature  they  re-think  their  faith,  reinterpret  it, 
and  come  to  firm  convictions  about  it.  These  articles  will  help  you  achieve  that 
purpose.  We  start  with  God,  continue  next  month  with  Jesus  Christ  and  through 
the  year  will  deal  with  12  outstanding  areas  of  Christian  belief  and  thought. 
Keep  reading!  — The  Editor 


people,  a  majority  of  them  probably  hungry,  millions  homeless, 
refugees,  war-scarred.  If  God  is  alive  and  is  good  why  does  he 
permit  innocent  little  children  to  suffer  the  way  so  many  do?  Why 
do  the  innocent  suffer  and  the  crooks  prosper?  Even  the  world  of 
nature  is  far  from  looking  like  a  loving  heavenly  Father's  world. 
Birds  prey  upon  each  other,  animals  ravage  and  devour  other  animals. 
Yes,  says  the  unbelieving  cynic,  there  are  roses  and  sunsets  and 
glorious  scenery;  there  are  also  cobras  and  man-eating  sharks,  and 
cancer,  and  volcanoes.  Such  are  some  of  the  so-called  "atheistic 
facts"  of  existence  in  this  mysterious  universe.  Throughout  the 
centuries  good  people,  many  of  them  highly  intelligent,  not  a  few 
longing  to  be  able  to  believe  in  the  God  of  the  Christians,  have 
found  the  case  against  believing  in  a  good  God  too  strong  for  them. 
One  of  these  men  named  John  Stuart  Mill  said  that  either  God 
was  good  and  not  powerful,  or  he  was  powerful  but  not  good. 

True,  no  one  can  prove  the  existence  of  God.  He  is  infinitely 
greater  than  the  best  man's  noblest  idea  of  him.  He  breaks  through 
all  language.  A  French  thinker  said  that  God  defined  would  be 
God  finished.  We  try  to  define  him  but  our  thinking  and  our 
speaking  or  writing  falters  and  fails  to  convey  the  reality.  It  is  also 
true,  isn't  it,  that  no  one  can  disprove  God's  existence.  A  story 
which  may  be  true  came  from  the  terror  of  the  Nazi  era  in  Europe. 
It  tells  of  a  prisoner  of  Hitler  writing  on  a  wall  in  one  of  the 
extermination  camps,  "God  is  nowhere."  Another  prisoner  who 
occupied  the  same  cell  later,  apparently  experienced  God's  presence 
and  love  even  in  the  midst  of  horrible  experiences  and  wrote  the 
same  letters  but  changed  them  to  read  "God  is  now  here."  With 
many  other  men  and  women,  I  believe  that  the  second  saying 
expresses  the  truth.  I  know  that  neither  man  could  prove  his 
claim,  or  disprove  the  other  man's  belief. 
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Where  Faith  Comes  In 

For  many  centuries  learned  scholars  had  what  they  felt  were 
classical  proofs  for  God's  existence.  They  gave  these  "proofs" 
high-sounding  names  like 

the  cosmological  argument—  the  apparent  purposefulness   of 

the  universe,  and  purpose  points  to  a  mind,  a  wisdom,  a  God 

who  did  the  purposing  or  setting  of  goals; 

the  teleological  argument— the  argument  from  design  and  that 

design  implied  a  designer,  that  is  God; 

the  ontological  argument—  the  argument  from  the  existence 

of  the  cosmos  or  universe. 

There  were  other  arguments— including  the  argument  called  the 
moral  argument—  for  believing  in  God's  reality  — that  is,  that  the 
fact  of  conscience  in  so  many  human  beings  must  mean  that 
there  is  a  moral  lawgiver  in  this  universe. 

These  are  interesting  arguments,  but  few  religious  thinkers 
today  consider  them  "proofs"  in  the  way  our  predecessors  tended 
to  consider  them.  Each  of  them  does  have  meaning  but  only  for 
the  person  who  has  come  to  know  God  through  believing  trust. 
Says  the  Christian  scripture:  "And  without  faith  it  is  impossible  to 
please  him.  For  whoever  would  draw  near  to  God  must  believe  that 
he  exists  and  that  he  rewards  those  who  seek  him"  (Hebrews  11:6). 
You  may  prefer  the  translation  from  the  Greek  made  by  Dr.  J.  B. 
Phillips:  "The  man  who  approaches  God  must  have  faith  in  two 
things,  first  that  God  exists  and  secondly  that  it  is  worth  a  man's 
while  to  try  to  find  God." 

"Faith,"  as  a  soldier  of  the  first  World  War  wrote,  "is  betting 
your  whole  life  that  there  is  a  God."  You  lay  your  life  on  the  line. 
For  the  Christian,  faith  is  betting  your  whole  life  that  there  is  a  God 
and  that  he  is  most  like  Jesus  Christ.  "God,"  say  Christians  of  every 
generation  and  of  every  shade  of  belief,  is  the  Christlike  Father. 
"God  was— and  is— in  Christ,  reconciling  the  world  to  himself" 
(2  Corinthians  5:19). 

How  do  we  know?  Through  our  betting  our  lives  on  him, 
through  our  trust  in  him,  as  the  source  of  all  life,  wisdom,  power, 
and  love. 

We  are  to  commit  ourselves  to  this  love  and  wisdom  and  power 
and  goodness  assured  that  it  is  personal  because  God  has  personal 
dealings  with  us.  God  is  personal  because  like  the  human  personalities 
we  know,  he  thinks  and  wills  and  loves.  Faith  in  the  religious  sense, 
is  not  the  same  as  reason.  Faith  should  not  be  contrary  to  reason, 
but  faith  in  God  does  go  beyond  reason.  When  we  feel  deeply,  and 
when  we  choose  or  will  to  believe  and  act  on  our  belief,  then  much 
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more  than  what  we  call  the  reason  or  intellect  is  engaged. 

Perhaps  this  simple  illustration  may  help.  As  a  man  I  may  know 
much  about  another  person,  say  a  certain  fine  woman.  I  may  know 
much  about  her  without  coming  to  trust  her  or  believe  in  her.  But 
I  know  very  much  more  about  her  when  I  come  to  trust  her  as  a 
loyal  friend,  and  much  more  when  I  love  her  and  she  returns  my 
love.  So  it  is  with  the  great  God  who  made  us  and  all  things,  who 
sustains  all  life,  who  makes  himself  known  in  so  many  ways  but 
most  clearly  in  good  men  and  good  women,  in  those  the  Bible  calls 
prophets  and  whom  we  know  to  be  the  great  souls  of  the  human 
race,  and  supremely  in  the  best  person  who  ever  lived,  Jesus  of 
Nazareth.  A  "brain"  may  tell  me  that  religious  faith  is  the  response 
of  the  person  as  a  whole  to  the  divine  environment  in  which  we  all 
live.  I  find  it  easier  to  "dig"  when  I  realize  that  faith  is  .my 
spirit's  response  to  the  divine  Spirit.  My  faith  in  the  God  who 
discloses  himself  in  Christ  is  my  response  to  God  revealed  or  made 
known  in  human  life. 

This  Faith  Is  God's  Gift 

While  you  and  I  must  make  the  decision,  choose  to  bet  our 
lives  on  God,  we  do  not  need  to  work  ourselves  up  into  faith.  God 
has  made  us  the  gift  of  faith.  Even  when  a  person  denies  God's 
existence  and  writes  off  faith  as  a  device  and  defense  of  weaklings, 
he  still  has  faith.  The  chances  are  that  every  normal  human  being 
has  faith  in  something  or  someone.  We  cannot  take  a  plane  or  train 
or  bus  or  jeep  or  tank  or  ship,  or  cross  a  bridge,  or  make  a  friend, 
or  support  a  commander  or  a  political  party  without  faith!  It  is  the 
object  or  objects  to  which  we  attach  our  faith  that  matters. 

One  of  the  gifts  of  God's  Spirit,  or  products  (the  King  James 
version  of  Galations  5:22  says  one  of  the  "fruits  of  the  Spirit")  is 
faith.  But  you  and  I  have  the  freedom  to  choose  that  to  which  we 
attach  our  faith.  We  live  in  a  scientific  age,  and  in  a  technological 
revolution.  Some  people  are  so  impressed  by  the  tremendous 
achievements  of  science  in  all  departments  that  they  almost  make 
Science  their  God.  Indeed,  some  religious  thinkers  speak  of  a  popular 
kind  of  "religion"  as  "scientism."  But  while  science  has  pushed 
back  many  of  the  boundaries  once  labeled  "mystery"  or  "unknown," 
science  neither  disproves  true  religion  nor  opposes  it.  Some  of 
today's  most  eminent  scientists  are  men  of  deep  Christian  faith.  They 
find,  to  quote  a  scientifically  trained  man,  that  belief  in  the  Chris- 
tian God  is  the  "noblest  hypothesis."  Such  belief,  they  have  learned, 
provides  the  most  adequate  explanation  of  this  amazing  universe, 
of  the  creature,  man,  of  the  design  which  seems  to  be  here. 
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God  Started  This  Whole  Business 

Yes,  we  learn  as  we  live  "as  if"  the  Christian  faith  is  true, 
that  we  would  not  have  become  concerned  at  all  had  God  himself 
not  taken  the  initiative.  "We  love  because  he  first  loved  us,"  says 
the  New  Testament  (1  John  4:19).  We  believe  in  God  — if  we  do— 
because  God  believes  in  us,  and  he  himself  sent  us  the  problem  that 
disturbs  us.  As  one  Christian  put  it,  God  is  the  hunger  as  well  as 
the  food.  "We  would  not  seek  Thee,"  said  a  famous  French  Christian 
named  Blaise  Pascal,  "unless  Thou  hadst  first  sought  us." 

A  Roman  Catholic  poet  of  the  19th  century  whose  writings  have 
inspired  many  Protestants,  Francis  Thompson,  spoke  of  God  as  "the 
Hound  of  Heaven."  Gently,  relentlessly,  inescapably  God  seeks  us. 
Through  friends,  through  experiences  of  sorrow  and  pain  and  joy 
and  success,  through  human  love,  through  worship,  through  music, 
art,  drama,  through  stabbing  conscience  "broad  awake,"  through 
history  and  its  pattern  and  lessons,  through  good  men  and  women, 
through  Jesus  Christ  and  the  great  company  of  his  friends,  God 
"pursues"  us,  touches  us.  If  you  ever  had  a  friend  who  would  go 
with  you  all  the  way,  even  lay  down  his  life  for  you,  you  know  that 
God  makes  himself  known  through  such  a  friend.  As  a  poet  named 
Robert  Browning  put  it,  "Hush!  I  pray  you,  what  if  this  friend 
happens  to  be  God?" 

Who  or  What  Is  God? 

To  this  question  there  are  many  answers.  As  we  suggested 
earlier,  no  adequate  definition  is  possible.  God  is  Spirit  said  the 
Christians'  supreme  authority,  Jesus  Christ  (John  4:24).  What  is 
Spirit?  It  is  like  asking  what  is  the  wind?  We  know  when  it  fills 
our  sails  and  drives  our  boat.  The  old  story  of  the  boy  whose  kite 
had  soared  out  of  sight  suggests  a  deep  truth.  Asked  how  he  knew 
he  had  a  kite  up  there,  when  no  one  could  see  it,  he  answered, 
"because  I  can  feel  its  pull."  No  man,  says  the  Bible,  has  seen 
God  at  any  time;  but  every  man,  every  woman,  every  child, 
feels  the  "pull"  of  the  divine  Spirit,  and  knows  then  that  "God 
is  for  real,  man." 

Many  are  the  definitions  men  have  framed.  In  our  time,  a 
notable  theologian  and  teacher,  the  late  Dr.  Paul  Tillich,  said 
that  God  is  the  "Ground  of  all  being."  Certainly  God  is  the 
foundation  of  all  life.  Dr.  Tillich  went  on  to  say  that  this  founda- 
tional life  expressed  itself  or  himself  uniquely  in  the  supreme 
human  being,  Jesus  the  Christ.  Others  have  said  that  God  is  He 
without  whom  I  cannot  live.  The  Bible  says  many  things  of  God, 
that  He  is  creator,  power,  Spirit,  Father  of  our  spirits,   God  and 
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Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Eternal  One,  love,  the  Holy 
Father  (Jesus'  name  for  him,  along  with  the  very  affectionate 
name  "Abba"  meaning  "Dear  Father,"  as  a  small  loving  child 
might  say  of  his  father  today,  "Daddy").  In  the  service,  men 
sometimes  speak  of  God  as  "the  Man  upstairs"  or  "  up  there," 
or  the  "Boss  man." 

All  of  these  names  have  their  meaning;  all  of  them  are 
inadequate.  "Who  is  the  God  of  the  Christians?"  asked  an  old 
pagan  warrior  of  a  captured  Christian.  The  Christian  replied,  "If 
thou  art  worthy  thou  shall  know."  The  Christian  could  not  have 
meant  that  only  the  "good,"  the  perfect,  the  virtuous  could  know 
who  and  what  God  is.  He  did  mean,  surely,  that  if  we  live  "as  if" 
God  is  all  that  Christ  showed  him  to  be  in  his  own  teaching,  his 
own  life,  his  own  death,  his  own  resurrection  from  death,  then 
we  would  know. 

Yes,  God  is  "upstairs,"  but  "down  here"  also;  a  pre-Christian 
Greek  philosopher  said  truly,  "there  is  not  where  He  is  not." 
Men  have  thought  of  God  as  the  first  cause  of  everything,  the 
life  force,  the  "power  not  ourselves  that  makes  for  righteousness." 
The  Christian  thinks  of  God  in  what  baffles  some  non-Christians, 
as  making  himself  known  in  many  ways,  but  chiefly  in  a  threefold 
way.  God,  says  the  Christian  church  in  its  teaching  through  the 
centuries,  makes  himself  known  as  the  Creator,  the  Father  of  all, 
and  also  as  the  savior  or  redeemer  and  Lord  of  all,  and  also  as  the 
light  and  power,  the  counselor,  within  every  person,  and  active  in 
the  world.  This  is  at  least  part  of  what  the  church  has  tried  to  say 
when  it  has  said  that  God  is  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit.  It  is  a 
mystery,  and  if  it  hinders  you  in  your  growing  faith  in  God,  leave 
it  at  one  side  until  more  light  breaks  forth  from  God.  Certainly 
when  you  and  I  pray,  we  kneel  to  the  Father  of  us  all,  even  as  the 
Spirit  is  prompting  us  to  talk  with  God,  and  is  bringing  us  God's 
response  to  our  asking.  Moreover,  we  pray  as  if  Christ  himself  were 
beside  us,  and  we  pray  (as  is  said  at  the  end  of  so  many  prayers  in 
chapel  and  church)  "through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord." 

What  of  the  Suffering  and  Evil  of  the  World? 

If  you  say,  but  if  God  lives  and  is  as  good  and  as  loving  and  as 
just,  as  the  Bible  and  the  Christian  church  and  you  and  others  insist 
that  he  is,  why  does  he  permit  all  this  fighting,  and  cruelty,  and 
pain,  and  evil?  The  answer  is,  we  do  not  know.  Many  good  thinkers 
have  given  us  insights  to  help  us  at  least  live  with  the  problem  of 
suffering  and  evil  in  God's  world.  Meanwhile,  we  bet  our  lives  on 
God  whose  world  is  his  way  of  communicating  with  us,  and  who 
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sends  us  the  best  "signals"  through  Jesus  Christ.  A  Britisher  who 
served  as  chaplain  in  the  first  World  War,  known  to  the  troops  as 
"Woodbine  Willie"  because  he  passed  out  cigarettes  with  that 
name,  wrote  from  the  hell  of  war: 

I  know  not  why  the  Evil,  I  know  not  why  the  Good,  both  mysteries 
Remain  unsolved,  and  both  insoluble. ...  I  bet  my  life  on  Beauty, 
Truth,  And  Love,  not  abstract  but  incarnate  Truth,  Not  Beauty's 
passing  shadow  but  its  Self.  Its  very  self  made  flesh,  Love  realized. 
I  bet  my  life  on  Christ— Christ  Crucified.  Behold  your  God! 

. . .  You  want  to  argue?  Well,  I  can't.  It  is  a  choice.  I  choose  the 
Christ.  ■  ■ 


lift  Up  Jour  Heart 


If  you  acquire  enough  good  habits,  the  old  ones  vanish  just 
as  good  grass  crowds  out  the  weeds.  —  Man's  Shop 

A  smart  husband  is  one  who  isn't  so  busy  bringing  home  the 
bacon  that   he   forgets    the    applesauce.  —  Changing    Times. 

My  definition  of  an  educated  person  is  one  who  can  converse 
on  one  subject  more  than  two  minutes.  — R.  A.  Millikan  in  Forbes. 

If  all   New   Year   resolutions   were   placed   end   to   end,   they 
wouldn't  reach  to  the  end  of  January.  — Frances  Rodman  in  Quote. 

Faith  makes  the  uplook  good,  the  outlook  bright,   the  inlook 
favorable  and  the  future  glorious. — Newman  Bulletin. 

Someone  has  defined  success  as  the  art  of  making  your  mistakes 
when  nobody  is  looking.  —  Alexander  Co-operator. 

Thinking  is   an   art;    thinking   deeply   is   a    medicine.  — David 
Seabury  in  High  Hopes  for  Low  Spirits. 

Hatred  is  like  a  rifle  with  a  plugged  barrel.  The  backfire  can 
be  much  more  dangerous  than  the  shot.  —  Tid  Bits. 
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Like   Father,   Like   Son 


AT  THE  TURN  of  the  century  there  was  one  sport  where  the 
athletes  were  idolized  by  their  admiring  public  — the  sport  of 
rowing.  Oarsmen  were  something  very  special  then.  When  a  winner 
was  announced  after  a  major  race  he  was  given  a  big  spread  on  the 
front  pages  of  the  newspapers,  whereas  other  sports  weren't  even 
mentioned,  even  in  the  back  pages. 

John  B.  Kelley,  a  bricklayer  from  Philadelphia,  was  one  of 
these  oarsmen,  He  trained  hard  and  earnestly  in  his  single  sculls. 
In  a  short  space  of  time  he  had  won  a  number  of  minor  races.  His 
greatest  ambition  was  to  win  the  championship  of  the  Single 
Sculls,  the  top  event  for  oarsmen  in  America. 

In  1919  he  accomplished  his  dream.  He  repeated  this  performance 
the  following  year  and  became  the  first  man  ever  to  do  so  in  the 
history  of  this  event.  He  also  won  the  Quarter- Mile  Single  Sculls, 
a  hard  and  tiring,  grueling  race  for  those  athletes  who  participated 
in  the  Single  Sculls  that  same  year.  Mr.  Kelly  had  become  America's 
greatest  oarsman.  With  no  other  major  goals  to  conquer  in  this 
country  he  turned  elsewhere  for  new  and  greater  laurels. 

England  provided  the  greatest  race  in  the  world,  the  Diamond 
Sculls  which  was  held  at  Henley-on-Thames.  Kelly  sent  in  his 
application  for  this  great  event.  But  his  application  was  turned 
down  without  any  explanation.  It  was  later  learned  by  Kelly  that 
his  background  had  been  checked  and,  upon  learning  that  he  had 
been  a  lowly  bricklayer  and  not  a  "gentleman,"  he  was  not  eligible 
to  compete. 

He  took  this  action  hard  but  went  on  to  win  sculling  champion- 
ships in  Belgium  and  Paris  in  both  singles  and  doubles  events. 
But  these  glorious  victories  had  little  meaning  — in  his  heart  he 
wanted  to  have  a  chance  at  winning  the  Diamond  Sculls— and 
vowed  vengeance. 

In  1947,  some  27  years  later,  he  took  his  boy,  John,  Jr.,  who  had 
been  trained  by  his  father  and  had  also  become  one  of  America's 
greatest  oarsmen  to  England  to  compete  in  the  Diamond  Sculls. 
Young  John  won  the  race  that  glorious  day  at  the  age  of  19  and 
brought  vengeance  to  the  proud  old  man.  Victory  was  his  through 
the  strength  of  his  son.  — Mario  De  Marco 
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Patno 


By  John  James  Jantz 


A  lieutenant  learns  a  grim  lesson  in 
the  stark  horror  of  violent  death 


THE  crying  wind  seeped  through 
the  heavy  wooden  door  of  the 
bunker  bringing  with  it  all  the 
dreary  world  outside.  It  drifted 
coldly  across  the  hard-packed  dirt 
floor,  curled  around  the  bunks,  stole 
into  the  minds  of  the  waiting  men. 
At  0100  hours,  ten  of  them  would 
go  forward  into  the  black  waste 
that  split  the  opposing  forces  like 
a  loathsome  snake,  twisting  and 
winding  over  the  mountains  and 
down  wind-swept  gullies. 

The  sergeant  sat  close  to  the  hot 
stove,  planning  the  patrol  with  the 
corporal;  his  cigarette  made  glowing 
circles  in  his  gesturing  hand  as  he 
spoke.  Across  from  them,  the  lieu- 
tenant read  a  book,  apparently  un- 
concerned and  relaxed;  actually,  his 
eyes  shifted  around  continuously, 
watchful,   observing.    Several   men 


lay  in  bunks,  eyes  closed,  possibly 
asleep.  Two  more  were  cleaning 
their  weapons,  endlessly  fondling  the 
steel  barrels  and  the  smooth  wood 
of  the  stocks.  The  rest  wrote  letters, 
cheerful,  comforting  letters,  full  of 
hope  and  the  living  future.  No  hint 
of  dirt,  cold,  misery;  no  mention  of 
lost  buddies,  the  positions  overrun 
—  all  those  haunting  fears  and  the 
sickness  inside  you. 

A  thin,  wiry-looking  private 
caught  the  lieutenant's  attention  by 
doing  nothing.  He  sat  on  a  bunk 
near  the  door,  motionless,  gazing 
from  lowered  eyes  at  some  point  in 
the  middle  of  the  floor.  Something 
was  wrong  — it  usually  was  when 
they  just  sat  there.  His  quietness 
was  stark  against  the  sound  of 
scratching  pens,  the  chink  of  metal, 
the  heavy  breathing  and  low  voices 
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in  the  damp  warmth  of  the  bunker. 
He  would  have  to  go  over  and  talk 
to  him,  the  lieutenant  decided; 
about  home,  points,  the  patrol.  It 
all  came  under  the  "official  duties 
of  the  commissioned  officer." 

The  lieutenant  didn't  like  his  job, 
didn't  like  anything  about  it,  least 
of  all  the  pose  he  had  to  adopt:  the 
brave  soldier,  the  leader  always  in 
the  forefront  of  action,  encouraging, 
omniscient.  No  one  seemed  to 
suspect  the  wrenching  knots  and 
ripples  in  his  stomach  every  time 
they  had  to  move  out  into  that 
black  void  between  the  lines.  God, 
the  things  they  expected  from  a  man 
when  they  gave  him  a  gold  bar!  He 


wondered  how  old  the  kid  was? 
Nineteen?  Twenty?  He  felt  old  him- 
self at  twenty-four. 

The  boy's  eyes  were  dull,  shad- 
owed, as  he  raised  them  to  see  who 
had  come  near;  his  mind  was  plainly 
elsewhere.  The  youthful  features 
were  drawn  tight,  the  skin  finely 
etched  with  fatigue  and  something 
more;  he  was  very  thin,  though  he 
looked  fit  enough.  He  started  to  rise 
in  automatic  respect,  but  a  firm 
hand  gently  pushed  him  back  onto 
the  bunk.  The  lieutenant  sat  down 
next  to  the  private  and  wondered 
how  to  begin.  He  felt  just  a  little 
foolish.  His  voice  when  he  spoke 
was  the  proper  mixture  of  interest 
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and  aloofness,  colored  by  a  friendly 
tone.  An  officer  was  still  an  officer 
and  it  rarely  paid  to  become  too 
familiar  with  the  enlisted  men. 

"What's  the  matter,  soldier?"  he 
asked  pleasantly,  "Worried  about 
our  little  walk  this  morning?"  The 
other's  attitude  remained  strangely 
wary.  "It  won't  be  any  different 
from  a  hundred  other  patrols.  Odds 
are  against  any  kind  of  encounter 
with  the  other  side." 

The  private  stared  at  him  for  a 
few  seconds  more  and  in  the  back 
of  his  deep-set  eyes  was  a  glint  of 
something  vaguely  familiar,  some 
look  the  young  officer  had  seen  be- 
fore though  he  couldn't  think 
where.  He  felt  uncomfortable  and 
out  of  his  depth. 

"Worried,  sir?"  the  voice  was 
quiet  and  soft,  a  withdrawn  tone 
obviously  unaccustomed  to  firm- 
ness, "No,  I'm  not  worried;  I've 
been  on  lots  of  patrols  before  this. 
I  just  don't  like  to  make  noise  and 
maybe  disturb  the  guys  who  are 
writing  or  trying  to  get  some  sleep. 
I  don't  have  any  letters  to  write  so 
I  just  sit  and  wait  until  it's  time  to 
move  out.  I  hope  you  don't  mind, 
sir." 

"Well,  no,  of  course  not."  The 
lieutenant  was  confused  and  a  little 
nettled.  "It's  none  of  my  business 
if  you  want  to  keep  quiet  at  a  time 
like  this.  Maybe  it's  a  good  thing. 
We  could  use  more  like  you."  He 
wasn't  sure  how  to  continue  this 
conversation  or  what  to  say  to  this 
oddly  disturbing  youngster.  The 
boy  wasn't  helping  any  as  he  sat 
silently,  looking  out  from  steady, 
dark  eyes. 


"I  can't  remember  seeing  you 
around  before,"  the  bewildered  of- 
ficer said,  for  want  of  anything  more 
interesting.  "Are  you  a  new  replace- 
ment in  the  company? 

The  thin  mouth  smiled  mirth- 
lessly. "No  sir,  I've  been  around 
for  awhile  — months— oh,  a  long 
time.  People  don't  usually  pay 
much  attention  to  me,  I  guess.  Be- 
sides, I  like  to  stay  in  the  back- 
ground as  much  as  possible  — it's 
safer  that  way.  A  guy  has  to  watch 
out  for  himself  because  nobody  else 
will  care  what  happens  to  him  —  " 

A  malcontent?  The  lieutenant 
wondered  if  this  was  a  fellow  who 
just  couldn't  make  the  necessary 
adjustment  from  civilian  to  soldier. 
The  boy  seemed  normal,  respectful 
enough.  Yet,  why  was  he  sitting 
apart,  why  this  hint  that  none 
would  help  him  if  he  stretched  out 
a  needing  hand?  He  felt  an  obliga- 
tion to  say  something,  anything,  to 
break  through  that  cool  quiet.  Be- 
fore he  was  aware  of  it,  he  was 
telling  the  other  about  his  own  life, 
of  his  college  days,  OCS,  the  months 
away  from  home. 

Despite  all  his  training  to,  the 
contrary,  he  was  sitting  beside  an 
enlisted  man  and  telling  him  things 
no  officer  should  ever  tell.  He 
couldn't  stop.  The  boy  sat  next  to 
him,  listening  with  interest.  He  saw 
and  felt  the  interest  and  had  no  way 
of  stopping  the  flow  of  words.  Then, 
in  the  other's  eyes,  he  recognized 
the  look  he  had  seen  before,  knew 
a  blinding  stab  as  he  located  it  in 
his  own  past. 

Months  ago  he  had  visited  an 
orphanage  in  the  capital  city,  not 
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willingly  but  under  orders  on  official 
business.  The  crowded,  bare  build- 
ing, with  its  hundreds  of  little  boys 
and  girls  struggling  to  exist  in  a 
world  given  over  to  insanity  had 
sickened  him.  One  very  small  girl 
attracted  his  notice  by  her  solemn 
air  of  maturity,  old  before  she  was 
ever  young;  her  tiny  hands  twisting 
together  constantly.  He  had  reached 
out  to  give  her  some  chocolate  and 
in  her  eyes  had  leaped  the  same  look 
that  was  hidden  down  in  the  eyes 
of  the  private  sitting  next  to  him 
now:  quick  fear— fear  of  being 
struck,  of  being  hurt— then  a  shaft 
of  wonder  that  such  a  thing  as 
friendliness  could  exist  in  a  terror- 
filled  world. 

The  boy  had  that  look,  or  some- 
thing akin  to  it.  Suddenly,  he  had 
to  get  out  of  the  bunker  and  into 
the  air;  he  was  stifled  by  an  un- 
known abhorrence.  He  muttered  an 
apology,  shook  his  head  at  the 
sergeant's  quick  glance  of  inquiry 
and   slipped   through   the    door. 

Outside,  the  night  was  illumi- 
nated faintly  by  a  thin  sliver  of 
moon.  The  bracing  cold  snapped 
him  out  of  his  dangerous  mood  as 
he  stood  pondering  the  private's 
attitude.  He  would  be  more  careful 
in  the  future,  he  lectured  himself; 
the  Army  was  wise  to  insist  that  its 
officers  remain  apart  from  the 
ranks.  He  glanced  at  his  watch  and 
thought  it  time  to  be  moving  out. 

As  he  re-entered  the  bunker,  the 
tension  inside  struck  at  him  with 
the  force  of  a  blow.  The  men  began 
to  collect  their  gear;  the  private 
stared  at  him  but  he  ignored  the 
searching  gaze,  his  own  eyes  skitter- 
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ing  away  from  the  others. 

TEN  minutes  later,  they  had 
faded  into  the  darkness,  quiet- 
ly, efficiently.  During  the  black 
hours  ahead  they  would  move  about 
in  the  area  to  their  front,  trying 
to  find  the  enemy  and  destroy  him 
and  determined  to  preserve  them- 
selves from  a  similar  fate.  On  most 
such  nights  nothing  very  eventful 
happened;  you  went  for  a  walk  and 
you  returned,  tired  but  thanking 
God  for  another  day  of  life.  But 
there  were  other  nights— nights 
when  the  blackness  was  ripped 
across  by  screams  and  bullets  and 
a  man  earned  his  pay  with  blood 
and  tears.  The  lieutenant  prayed 
this  was  not  such  a  night,  well 
aware  that  his  prayer  echoed  in 
every  heart  behind  him. 

The  hours  went  by  slowly  as  they 
stalked  the  unseen,  finding  nothing 
in  that  valley  but  burned  trees  and 
smelly  mud.  In  the  distance,  the 
occasional  ping  of  ricochet  bullets 
made  everyone  jump,  but  nothing 
rose  to  bar  their  path.  A  lifetime 
slipped  by  as  they  trudged  over 
small  hills  and  through  icy  rice 
paddies  filled   with    cold    slime. 

The  line  was  growing  tight  with 
fatigue;  legs  were  leaden  as  they 
kept  on  going.  At  last  the  sergeant 
caught  up  with  the  lieutenant  and 
whispered  in  his  ear,  receiving  a 
pressure  on  his  arm  in  agreement: 
they  would  start  for  camp  now.  A 
shiver  of  pleasure  ran  through  the 
men  as  the  word  was  passed  down 
the  line,  a  tingling  anticipation  of 
warm  food  and  hot  coffee. 

It  was  at  a  dark,  shadowy  rock 


cluster  that  it  happened.  No  one 
could  have  known  what  was  there  — 
the  place  looked  exactly  the  same 
as  when  they  had  gone  by  earlier, 
a  little  blacker  maybe.  A  sudden 
"whoosh"  and  a  flare  lit  the  whole 
landscape  as  they  dropped  where 
they  were  amid  a  rain  of  bullets. 
Screams  tore  through  the  air  as  they 
answered  with  their  weapons,  ner- 
vously, deadly.  The  lieutenant  was 
down  behind  a  rock  bellowing 
orders,  firing  his  pistol  at  anything 
moving  toward  them. 

Almost  before  they  had  recovered 
from  the  initial  shock,  the  attackers 
were  closing  in  at  close  range,  the 
dying  flare  glinting  off  their  needle- 
sharp  bayonets.  Yelling  like  ma- 
niacs, they  came  on  the  run  and 
the  patrol  rose  as  one  man  to  greet 
them,  the  sergeant  at  their  head, 
his  body  loose,  set  to  kill  at  the  first 
opportunity.  He  drove  into  the 
leading  figure,  parrying  expertly, 
and  thrust  his  own  blade  into  the 
soft  flesh  of  the  belly.  The  man 
dropped  like  a  stone  and  the  ser- 
geant pulled  out  his  bayonet,  posi- 
tioning himself  for  the  next  man. 
All  around  them,  the  devils  of  hell 
came  rushing  in,  dying  like  insects, 
blood  spilling  around  the  area  and 
splashing  everyone.  There  was  a 
frenzied  burst  of  machine-gun  fire 
and  then  it  was  over,  quiet  again; 
they  had  beaten  off  the  vicious 
assault. 

The  lieutenant  glanced  around 
and  felt  good  down  inside,  but  a 
little  nervous  with  a  funny  sensation 
in  the  pit  of  his  stomach.  "Anybody 
hurt?"  he  inquired  anxiously. 

A  quick  check  revealed  no  serious 
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damage  aside  from  a  few  nasty  cuts, 
and  several  flesh  wounds,  and  a 
scare  that  still  hung  quivering  in 
the  frosty  morning  air.  The  world 
had  become  silent  once  more,  save 
for  the  eternally  moaning  wind  and 
a  distant  rumble  of  artillery.  The 
sergeant  wiped  his  stained  bayonet 
on  some  dead  leaves,  then  made 
another  check  to  be  certain  that 
some  "brave  soldier"  wasn't  acting 
the  hero  by  ignoring  a  serious  in- 
jury. He  grunted  when  he  found 
nothing  and  conferred  with  the  lieu- 
tenant for  several  moments  as  the 
men  waited,  alert  and  restless.  The 
lieutenant  made  a  rapid  examina- 
tion of  the  enemy  dead  for  any 
data  that  might  interest  G-2  but 
there  was  nothing.  He  snapped  an 
order  to  get  ready. 

THEY  were  starting  out  when 
somebody  yelled  a  warning. 
The  lieutenant  whirled  sharply,  but 
it  was  all  over  before  he  could  even 
get  his  automatic  out  of  its  holster. 
The  sight  was  never  going  to  leave 
him,  not  for  all  the  long  years  of  his 
life.  The  private  had  yelled  the 
warning  and  it  was  the  private  who 
had  thrown  himself  in  front  of  his 
lieutenant's  body,  taking  the  full 
thrust  of  an  enemy  bayonet  in  his 
chest.  And  it  somehow  wasn't  im- 
portant that  they  shot  the  lousy 
creep  down  where  he  stood;  it 
wasn't  important  at  all  beside  the 
red-stained  figure  lying  tight  and 
crumpled  in  bloody  agony. 

The  white  face,  creased  with  pain, 
stared  up  at  the  lieutenant,  the 
mouth  moved  slowly,  trying  to  say 
something   but    the    blood    in    his 


throat  was  choking  off  the  words  in 
gasps.  The  lieutenant  knelt  on  both 
knees  in  the  mud  and  lifted  the 
boy's  head  into  his  lap. 

"You  crazy  kid,"  he  moaned  soft- 
ly? "y°u  crazy,  wonderful  kid. 
Why?  Why?  Who  am  I  that  you  did 
this  for  me?" 

The  bleeding  mouth  smiled 
crookedly,  a  hand  groped  for  the 
officer's  arm,  gripping  it  tightly. 
The  words  when  they  came,  were 
slurred,  thick  with  blood.  "Only 
one  in  a  long  time . . .  talked  nice 
to  me.  All  my  life  . . .  pushed  around. 
Everybody  rotten  to  me.  Gee,  I 
wish  we  could  have  been  friends  . . . 
Thanks  . . .  Buddy." 

"No,  no,"  the  lieutenant's  voice 
was  a  low  groan  over  the  sprawled 
body  of  the  private.  "No,  I  won't 
take  this  from  you.  I  won't  let  you 
do  this  for  me.  Don't  die  for  me, 
please,  please." 

But  the  young  soldier  wasn't 
listening  anymore;  the  thin  face 
wore  something  approaching  a  smile 
and  the  tears  that  had  trickled  down 
his  cheeks  were  freezing  in  the  air. 
Two  of  the  men  raised  the  body 
easily,  starting  off  in  the  direction 
of  the  friendly  lines.  The  lieutenant 
had  risen  and  stood  leaning  against 
a  rock,  sobbing  with  great  heaving 
motions  of  his  shoulders. 

The  sergeant  touched  his  officer's 
arm,  then  pulled  him  gently  along 
after  the  others.  The  lieutenant 
staggered  in  the  wake  of  the  horror 
that  flowed  over  him  at  the  death 
of  a  young  man  who'd  had  so  little 
of  life. 

The  cold  wind  moaned  sadly 
through  the  valley.  ■  ■ 


41 


4m  1  /tto*te  "Ridif? 


By  Raymond  M.  Veh 


G.  I.  JOE  said  to  his  friend,  Sam 
Sailor,  "Let's  go  to  church.  To 
which  Sam  replied,  "Which 
church?" 

Well,  after  all,  that  is  an  impor- 
tant question,  for  there  are  a  num- 
ber of  churches,  and  we  can  have 
our  choice  among  Baptist,  Episco- 
pal, Methodist,  Presbyterian,  and 
over  two  hundred  other  denomina- 
tions. Each  of  them  claims  to  be  a 
true  church  of  Christ,  and  some  of 
them  go  so  far  as  to  claim  to  be  the 
only  true  church. 

Division  Began  Early 

The  spirit  of  division  began  very 
early  in  the  Christian  church.  In  the 
Corinthian  church  Paul  found  that 
some  were  saying,  "I  am  of  Apollos." 
While  there  were  sectarian  move- 
ments in  the  first  centuries,  there 
was  no  great  split  until  A.D.  1054. 


From  that  time  on  we  find  the 
Eastern  Orthodox  Church  and  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church. 

In  the  sixteenth  century  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church  suffered  a 
division  within  itself.  A  mighty 
Christian  revival,  known  as  the 
Reformation,  swept  through  the 
church.  It  was  inspired  by  the  Spirit 
of  God,  under  the  leadership  of 
Martin  Luther,  John  Calvin,  John 
Knox,  and  others.  It  was  a  "pro- 
test" against  the  error  and  corrup- 
tion of  the  Roman  Church  and  a 
challenge  to  return  to  the  simple 
faith  of  the  gospel.  This  division 
created  the  Protestant  churches, 
which  claimed  freedom  from  Rome. 
The  followers  of  Martin  Luther  in 
time  became  Lutherans.  The  fol- 
owers  of  John  Calvin  and  John 
Knox  formed  the  Presbyterian  or 
Reformed  Church.  Later  John  Wes- 
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ley  initiated  the  movement  which 
became  known  as  The  Methodist 
Church. 

Soon  there  were  other  groups  of 
Christians  splintering  off  the  main 
bodies.  The  rapid  growth  of  the 
small  sects  in  America  is  indicative 
of  the  fact  that  normal  people  must 
have  a  religious  faith  that  can  be 
expressed  in  group  fellowship.  If 
larger  denominations  do  not  make  it 
possible  for  the  masses  to  find  this 
expression  within  the  churches,  the 
neglected  peoples  always  feel  in- 
spired to  establish  "the  true 
church." 

What's  Right  with  Denomination- 
alism? 

One  might  readily  get  the  im- 
pression that  everything  in  denom- 
inationalism  is  evil,  but  not  so.  In 
so  far  as  the  religious  denomina- 
tions have  represented  and  pro- 
moted religious  freedom  in  the 
churches  and  have  served  as  a  pro- 
test against  enforced  uniformity  in 
creed  and  worship,  and  have  stood 
for  the  right  of  Christian  people 
individually  and  collectively  to 
interpret  the  Bible  for  themselves, 
they  are  wholly  good.  The  con- 
tributions of  some  of  these  religious 
"sects"  so  called,  these  "denomina- 
tions," as  we  designate  the  various 
branches  into  which  the  Christian 
church  is  divided,  are  among  the 
richest  traditions  and  treasures  of 
the  modern  church.  Instead  of  de- 
stroying the  church,  they  have 
saved  it  — saved  it  from  a  uniformity 
which,  as  enforced  by  ecclesiastical 
authority,  might  have  proved  its 
ruin.  The  presence  of  these  different 


denominations  is  the  best  possible 
proof  of  the  existence  of  a  liberty 
and  a  courage  of  conviction  in 
matters  of  faith  and  worship. 

When  men  found  freedom  in  try- 
ing to  purify  the  church,  it  is  only 
natural  that  different  individuals 
would  find  different  points  of  great- 
est emphasis.  The  followers  of  these 
men  organized  their  forces  and  gave 
rise  to  the  many  denominations 
that  exist  today.  Originally  they 
thought  their  differences  to  be  very 
essential.  Denominations  came  to 
look  upon  others  as  heretics  in 
matters  which  they  held  dear.  Dif- 
ferent denominations  competed 
with  each  other  in  home  and  foreign 
fields,  trying  desperately  to  convert 
men  to  their  particular  brand  of 
Christianity.  This  continues  to  our 
own  day,  and  is  still  entirely  too 
much  in  evidence . 

Intolerance 

Intolerance  means  a  favoring  or 
a  dislike  of  one  side  of  a  question 
for  unfair  reasons  or  without  full 
knowledge  of  the  facts.  It  is  im- 
mediately obvious  that  all  of  us 
are  guilty  of  many  such  prejudices, 
because  most  of  our  judgments  are 
based  upon  slender  evidences  and 
biased  by  the  likes  and  the  dislikes 
of  the  circle  in  which  we  move.  Who 
of  us  has  ever  succeeded  in  being 
impartial  in  all  matters?  We  tend 
to  choose  our  friends  on  the  basis 
of  their  likes  and  dislikes;  we  belong 
to  this  or  that  political  party  ac- 
cording to  the  predominance  of  our 
prejudices;  we  choose  to  be  Meth- 
odists, Lutherans,  etc.,  according 
to   notions   we   have   inherited    or 
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preferences  we  have  acquired.  What 
would  a  fair  understanding  of  prob- 
lems, conditions,  situations  and 
people  do  to  prejudice? 

Such  intolerance  as  we  have  just 
referred  to  does  not  necessarily 
mean  that  we  are  poor  Christians 
if  we  share  in  them.  It  does  illus- 
trate the  fact  that  prejudice  is  wide- 
spread! But  there  are  other  preju- 
dices that  do  real  violence  to  human 
relationships.  It  is  here  that  the 
Christian  must  stop  — the  red  light 
has  flashed  for  him.  Does  our  preju- 
dice deny  freedom  and  justice? 
Does  it  make  enemies  out  of  po- 
tential friends?  Consider  the  matter 
of  racial  prejudice,  social  prejudice, 
religious  prejudice,  personal  preju- 
dice. You  may  not  be  using  your 
foot  to  ill-treat  another,  but  whom 
do  you  kick?  Anybody? 

The  history  of  denominationalism 
in  America  is  largely  a  history  of 
prejudice.  An  unjust  discrimination 
against  any  religious  group  coarsens 
the  spirit  of  those  who  practice  it. 
Is  there  not  a  spiritual  law  of  world- 
wide applications:  in  proportion  as 
we  champion  the  rights  of  others 
we  secure  our  own.  "The  tide  lifts 
all  the  ships!"  When  shall  we  learn 
to  judge  Christians  of  other  groups 
by  their  fruits  rather  than  by  their 
unimportant  peculiarities?  Who  has 
a  corner  on  the  whole  of  truth? 

Any  persons  who  insists  on  carry- 
ing prejudice  around  with  him  will 
find  it  difficult  to  be  a  real  Chris- 
tian unless  he  alters  his  attitude. 
God  is  the  loving  Father  of  all 
people,  which  makes  the  Christian 
a  brother  of  all  men. 

Paul  in  his  letter  to  the  Romans 


gives  us  guidance  in  Christian  tol- 
erance. We  are  the  Lord's.  There 
is  common  ground  for  each  of  us 
to  meet.  Whether  we  live  or  die  we 
are  the  Lord's.  Why  then  should  we 
say  that  the  others  are  all  wrong? 

The  Lord  will  judge.  We  shall  all 
stand  before  the  judgment  seat  of 
Christ.  It  is  not  for  us  to  say 
whether  the  other  person  is  right 
or  wrong.  It  is  not  for  us  to  condemn 
all  others  who  do  not  worship  as 
we  do.  Let  us  leave  that  to  the  Lord. 

We  are  responsible  for  our  own 
selves.  We  must  take  care  that  we 
are  sincere,  and  whole-hearted  in 
our  own  religion.  We  do  not  assume 
the  responsibility  for  the  other's 
error  if  error  it  be. 

But  we  are  to  be  careful  that  we 
do  not  cause  someone  else  to  stumble. 
The  fact  that  churches  and  church 
organizations  have  been  antago- 
nistic, and  have  been  seeking  their 
own  self-exaltation  at  the  expense 
of  other  similar  societies  has  been 
a  stumbiing  block  of  many  an  in- 
dividual on  the  outside.  Individ- 
ually also,  we  are  to  take  care  that 
what  we  say  and  do,  will  not  hurt 
in  any  way,  some  other  life.  They 
may  be  fighting  battles  of  which  we 
know  not  and  are  making  much 
better  progress  than  we  would  under 
similar  conditions.  We  should  help 
and  not  hinder. 

Christianity  and  the  World  Religions 

The  religions  of  the  world  have 
been  man's  attempt  to  find  God. 
It  shows  ill  breeding  and  ignorance 
to  scoff  and  ridicule  such  religions. 
They  must  be  considered  stepping- 
stones  toward  the  goal  Christ  Jesus. 
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This  was  the  attitude  of  Paul 
toward  the  religion  of  Athens. 

The  Christian  affirms  that  the 
truths  contained  in  the  other  world 
faiths  are  caught  up,  purified,  and 
given  supreme  expressions  in  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord.  Someone  has  said 
that  we  "must  walk  softly  when 
we  enter  in  the  presence  of  the 
world's  great  religions,  for  we  tread 
on  other  men's  dreams."  We  must 
recognize  this  and  realize  that  God 
has  spoken  to  all  peoples  every- 
where. At  the  same  time  we  must 
as  Christians  assert,  without  qual- 
ification, our  faith  that  he  has 
spoken  finally  and  supremely  in  our 
Lord. 

Where  the  Spirit  is,  there  the 
church  is,  where  the  Spirit's  pres- 
ence is  most  manifest  in  leading 
men  to  God  and  imparting  to  men 
the  true  knowledge  of  his  nature 
and  will  in  the  conversion  of  sinners 
and  the  edification  of  believers— 
there  the  true  church  is  to  be  found. 
Those  who  compose  the  true  church 
will  have  the  Spirit  of  Christ,  and 
be  ready  to  cooperate  with  all 
others  whose  one  great  purpose  in 
the  world  is  to  bring  sinners  to  God 
and  the  abundant  life  to  all  man- 
kind. ■  ■ 

REPORTED 

Then  there  was  the  little  girl  who 
was  described  as  "the  picture  of 
her  father . . .  and  the  sound  track 
of  her  mother."— Journeyman  Bar- 
ber. 

Your  ideas  won't  work  unless  you  do. 
— Jack  Herbert. 
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ich  Wii 


By  Gordon  Chilvers 


WHEN  we  look  at  the  world, 
we  find  evil  is  powerful. 
Wicked  men  appear  more  success- 
ful than  good  men.  Will  righteous- 
ness triumph?  Or,  will  evil  defeat  it? 

We  get  the  right  answer  in  the 
New  Testament  book  that  is  least 
read,  the  book  of  Revelation.  We 
need  not  be  easily  put  off  reading 
this  part  of  the  Bible  by  the  weird 
figures  we  meet.  For  the  weirdness 
of  this  apocalyptic  imagery  need 
not  prevent  our  gaining  the  essential 
message  of  the  book. 

If  this  book  can  reveal  to  us  the 
ultimate  goal  of  the  world,  we  are 
anxious  to  know  it.  For  we  are  very 
limited  in  our  outlook.  We  cannot 
look  far  ahead.  Shattering  catastro- 
phies  of  the  past  such  as  Pearl 
Harbor  forcibly  remind  us  how 
shortsighted  we  are.  Little  is  cer- 
tain. What  was  sure  yesterday  has 
vanished  today.  There  is  little  we 
can  count  on  in  this  world.  We 
therefore  turn  to  this  book  for  a 


sure  answer  to  our  ultimate  ques- 
tions. 

As  we  read  the  book  we  get  a 
picture  which  vividly  resembles 
what  we  see  today.  A  vast  ocean 
heaving  under  a  tempest  depicts  the 
nations  as  they  are  driven  along  into 
one  storm  of  conflict  after  another. 
We  see  evil  increasing  as  wicked 
men  plunge  deeper  in  their  wicked- 
ness. There  is  no  shadow  of  repent- 
ance from  them.  Opposing  God  and 
all  who  are  witnessing  for  him  they 
overcome  the  saints  of  God.  Recent 
events  in  the  world  emphasize  how 
low  men  can  sink  when  they  are 
not  restrained  by  conventional  mor- 
ality. 

We  see  hideous  monsters  arising 
that  fill  the  hearts  of  men  with 
fear.  Men  today  live  under  dictator- 
ships that  are  ready  to  crush  the 
earliest  signs  of  protest  against 
wrong. 

What  is  more,  we  meet  there  such 
disturbing  scenes  as  the  massing  of 
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The  struggle  between  good  and  evil  has  always  been  with  us. 
Will  it  ever  end?  Where  can  you  get  an  answer? 


the  forces  of  evil.  Evil  men  can  have 
such  a  stranglehold  on  the  world 
and  its  commerce  that  they  can 
restrict  commercial  transactions  to 
those  who  acknowledge  their  power. 
They  even  attack  the  Lord  and  the 
saints  of  God. 

In  opposition  to  this  evil  we  see 
the  throne  of  God,  and  the  sovereign 
God  ruling  in  heaven.  As  the  Lord 
God  omnipotent  he  is  at  the  center 
of  the  world.  He  brought  the  worlds 
into  being.  He  upholds  them  in  their 
course.  He  holds  the  reins  of  crea- 
tion and  the  world  must  bow  to  his 
will.  No  being  in  the  world  is  beyond 
his  power  or  outside  his  control. 
There  is  nothing  that  men  can  do 
without  its  being  subject  to  God's 
permissive  will.  All  the  plans  that 
men  make  are  subject  to  his  over- 
riding power.  It  is  true  now  and 
will  always  be  true  to  say:  "He 
holds  the  whole  wide  world  in  his 
hand."  God  is  reigning  at  the  pres- 
ent moment.  He  will  never  abdicate 
from  his  throne.  It  is  no  wonder 
that  the  heavenly  beings  shout  with 
great  joy:  "Alleluia:  for  the  Lord 
God  omnipotent  reigneth." 

ANTAGONISM  between  good 
and  evil  cannot  go  on  forever. 
Issues  must  come  to  a  head.  Who 
will  win  in  this  battle?  Looking 
around  us  we  often  see  a  victory 
for  evil.  Yet  these  are  only  the 
skirmishes.  The  real  and  final  battle 
is  yet  future.  It  will  be  total  war, 
for  evil  is  deeply  entrenched  and  it 


tightly  grips  the  world.  Final  vic- 
tory is  with  God  and  right.  No 
permanent  success  can  come  to  the 
power  of  evil.  The  cry  goes  up:  "The 
kingdoms  of  the  world  are  become 
the  kingdoms  of  our  Lord,  and  of 
his  Christ;  and  he  shall  reign  for 
ever  and  ever"  (Rev.  11:  15).  Evil 
cannot  prevent  God  from  taking  the 
initiative  or  from  overcoming  all 
opposition. 

God's  victory  will  be  permanent. 
As  the  Holy  One  is  victorious,  evil 
cannot  exert  its  power  again.  God's 
purpose  is  that  all  creation  should 
proclaim  his  glory  and  he  will  not 
allow  evil  to  frustrate  that  purpose. 
At  the  moment,  he  permits  freedom 
to  men;  they  have  used  it  for  evil. 
Hence,  the  unbelievable  disorder 
we  see  today.  God  is  holy;  he  must 
bring  a  halt  to  wickedness.  In  Reve- 
lation we  see  that  never  again  will 
he  permit  it  to  have  freedom.  The 
leaders  of  evil  were  taken  and  im- 
prisoned "and  the  remnant  were 
slain  with  the  sword  of  him  that 
sat  upon  the  horse"  (Rev.  19:21), 
we  are  told. 

Indeed,  the  victory  has  been  won 
and  evil  has  been  defeated  already. 
Christ  conquered  it  at  the  cross. 
Hence  John  saw  Christ  as  a  Lamb, 
yet  He  was  a  Lamb  upon  the  throne 
of  the  universe.  While  Calvary 
looked  like  victory  for  evil,  it  was 
its  Waterloo.  Paul  explains  that 
Jesus  spoiled  the  powers  of  evil  at 
the  cross  and  made  a  show  of  them 
openly.  Calvary  is  one  isolated  spot 
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in  the  world,  yet  what  took  place 
there  has  world-wide  significance. 
There,  through  death,  he  destroyed 
him  who  has  the  power  and  death. 
Then  he  abolished  death  and 
brought  life  and  immortality  to  light. 
That  was  D-Day.  It  is  only  a  matter 
of  time  for  final  victory  to  come, 
not  a  question  of  who  will  win.  The 
ultimate  result  is  perfectly  clear. 

Yet  this  Lamb  is  a  Lion.  The  One 
who  died  for  sin  is  seen  having  the 
strength  of  a  Lion  to  overcome  all 
the  forces  of  evil.  He  then  is  the 
One  who  is  able  to  carry  forward 
God's  plan  for  the  world  and  bring 
it  to  final  fruition.  He  is  the  con- 
quering King  whom  John  sees 
dressed  in  garments  stained  with 
blood  and  riding  upon  a  white 
horse.  He  has  eyes  as  a  flame  of  fire. 
He  wears  the  crown  of  victory.  He  is 
accompanied  by  the  armies  of 
heaven.  His  sharp  sword  will  slaugh- 
ter his  enemies.  Evil  departs  and 
the  Throne  is  still  unchanged. 

The  victorious  Lion  will  bring  in 
the  kingdom  of  God,  that  state  of 
prosperity,  holiness,  and  joy  for 
which  men  have  looked  for  so  long. 
Isaiah  (9:6,  7)  says:  "For  unto  us  a 
child  is  born,  unto  us  a  son  is  given: 
and  the  government  shall  be  upon 
his  shoulder:  and  his  name  shall 
be  called  Wonderful,  Counselor, 
the  mighty  God,  The  everlasting 
Father,  The  Prince  of  Peace.  Of 
the  increase  of  his  government  and 
peace  there  shall  be  no  end,  upon 
the  throne  of  David,  and  upon  his 
kingdom,  to  order  it,  and  to  estab- 
lish it  with  judgment  and  with 
justice  from  henceforth  even  for 
ever." 


THE  Old  Testament  pictures 
this  period  as  the  perfect  time 
when  all  men's  hopes  are  perma- 
nently fulfilled.  Peace  and  pros- 
perity will  flourish.  Perfect  justice 
will  rule  in  a  world  brought  into 
harmony  under  the  power  and 
authority  of  Jesus  Christ.  All  crea- 
tion will  be  tamed  and  redeemed. 

When  that  kingdom  arrives  all 
questions  will  be  answered  once 
and  for  all.  Why  should  there  be 
physical  and  mental  suffering?  Why 
is  evil  permitted?  Why  are  men  al- 
lowed to  oppose  Christ,  as  some 
world  rulers  have  done  and  ap- 
parently been  successful?  Can  God 
be  holy  and  yet  allow  such  atroci- 
ties? John  is  not  the  only  one  who 
has  wept  in  distress,  disappoint- 
ment, and  anguish.  At  the  moment, 
God  is  waiting  patiently  to  give 
men  an  opportunity  to  repent  that 
he  may  graciously  forgive  them.  But 
he  does  not  condone  evil.  Human 
freedom  is  not  license  to  sin,  though 
some  men  think  it  is.  God's  final 
verdict  on  evil  is  to  abolish  it. 

If  we  ask:  where  are  we  going? 
we  know  the  answer.  History  has 
a  goal.  It  is  not  a  series  of  tangled 
threads  that  cannot  be  untangled. 
Nor  is  the  end  of  history  in  the 
hands  of  evil.  No,  the  goal  of  history 
is  a  full  realization  of  the  will  of 
God.  God  is  at  work  on  his  vast, 
far-reaching  plan.  The  final  vision 
is  one  of  abounding  good  when 
death,  sorrow,  and  the  curse  are 
removed  for  ever.  Righteousness 
will  be  triumphant  in  a  world  that 
will  never  again  be  disturbed  by 
evil. 

God  sees  and  knows  all  that  is 
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going  on  in  this  world.  He  knows  us.  Wherever  we  look,  we  see  a  rag- 
exactly  how  to  handle  this  evil  ing  sea  and  evil  beasts  in  the  world, 
effectively.  The   monsters   are    still   a   reality. 

This  assurance  gives  a  fresh  sig-  Evil  and  tragedy   will   still   affect 

nificance  to  the   future  as  it  tells  some.  But  we  look   beyond   these 

us  that  life  has  a  meaning.   Such  calamities  to  ultimate  realities.  For 

certainty  strengthens  our  will  to  do  these  monsters  have  only  a  limited 

right  and  encourages  us  to  go  on.  time  to  roam  this  earth  and  this 

At  the  moment  the  sea  is  raging  nightmare  will  pass.  Then  good  and 

and  beasts  are   arising    out   of   it.  right  will  prevail  as  a  holy  God  is 

But  we  rejoice  as  we  see  the  Al-  sovereign    of    the     universe.     The 

mighty  God  on  the  eternal  throne  throne  is  still  there  long  after  the 

of  the  universe.  All  may  not  be  right  raging  has  ceased, 
with  the  world  now,  but  it  will  be  Then  we  meditate  on  the  message 

one  day.  of  this  book  we  shall  be  filled  with 

Present-day  events  can    distress  confidence  and  hope.  ■  ■ 


QUOTES 


Strange  to  say,  a  man  hopes  his  lean  years  are  behind  him;  a 
woman  hopes  that  hers  are  ahead.  —  Kentucky  Farmer. 

Kindness  is  the  one  commodity  of   which    you   should   spend 
more  than  you  earn.  — T.  N.   Tiemeyer  in  Management  Review. 

Don't  brag;  it  isn't  the  whistle  that  pulls  the  train.  — T.  Harry 
Thompson  in  Sales  Management. 

Some  people  can't  wait  until  April   to   make   fools   of   them- 
selves. —  Grit. 

Christianity  is  like  the  seafaring  life— a  smooth  sea  never  made 
a  good  sailor.  — Oren  Arnold  in  Presbyterian  Life. 

One  of  the  most  difficult  things  to  give  away  is  kindness,  for  it  is 
usually  returned .  —  Echo . 

Conceit  is   nature's   compensation   for   inferiority.  — Arnold    H. 
Glasow  in  Quote. 

Skeptic:  One  who  won't  take  know  for  an  answer.  — /ft  a  Nutshell. 
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Drifting... 


By  Carl  W.  McGeehon 


THE  STORY  is  told  about  a 
barbers'  association  meeting 
in  a  large  hotel.  As  a  publicity  stunt 
one  of  the  sorriest-looking  bums  of 
the  city's  skid  row  was  presented 
to  the  delegates.  He  was  then  given 
a  bath,  a  shave,  a  haircut,  and 
decked  out  in  the  most  fashionable 
clothes.  Sartorially  speaking,  he  was 
a  perfect  gentleman.  Moreover,  he 
made  an  effort  to  live  up  to  his 
finery. 

The  hotel  manager  watched  the 
experiment  with  interest.  When  the 
convention  ended  he  approached 
the  fugitive  from  skid  row  and  said, 
"Now  that  you  have  been  made 
over  into  a  gentleman,  I'm  going  a 
step  further.  I'll  give  you  a  chance 
to  start  all  over  again.  I'll  give  you 
a  job  in  another  hotel  I  operate. 
When  do  you  want  to  start? 

The  man  replied,   "Suppose   we 


make  it  at  eight  tomorrow  morn- 
ing." 

Eight  o'clock  came  the  next 
morning,  then  noon,  and  finally 
dinner  time,  but  no  sign  of  the  man. 
Following  a  hunch  the  manager 
went  to  the  district  where  they  had 
first  picked  him  up.  Eventually 
they  found  him  — dead  drunk,  sleep- 
ing on  some  old  newspapers  in  an 
alley.  His  fine  clothes  were  now 
rumpled  and  soiled. 

Said  the  manager,  "I  was  cer- 
tainly disillusioned.  The  barbers 
may  be  able  to  clean  a  man  up  on 
the  outside,  but  you  can  never  make 
anything  out  of  a  man  until  you 
also  change  him  from  the  inside." 
He  was  so  right. 

People  do  not  decide  to  end  up 
in  skid  row;  rather  they  drift  there 
because  they  have  not  decided  to 
go  somewhere  else. 


Chaplain   McGeehon    is    with    the    3535    Nav. 
AFB,  Calif.  95655 


Trg.     Wing,    Mather 
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There  is  an  old  song,  "Drifting 
and  Dreaming"  which  conjures  up 
images  of  lazily  drifting  down  a 
river  in  a  canoe,  or  of  a  boat  out 
on  a  lake  idly  rocking  on  the  gentle 
waves. 

Drifting  is  an  ideal  existence  at 
times.  Everyone  needs  periods  of 
leisure,  free  from  the  pressures  and 
responsibilities  of  daily  routine. 
But  drifting  as  a  way  of  life  is  some- 
thing else.  One  suspects  a  great 
many  people  are  drifting  through 
life,  aimless,  goalless,  and  purpose- 
less. They  didn't  choose  to  be 
drifters  but  since  they  made  no 
positive  decisions  to  strike  out  in 
a  particular  direction,  they  are 
drifting  with  the  current. 

They  are  like  the  man  who 
claimed  he  didn't  aim  to  be  a  bach- 
elor; he  just  never  decided  to  get 
married  so  he  ended  up  single. 

The  only  antidote  to  drifting 
must  come  from  within.  Meaning- 
ful existence  must  begin  with  cer- 
tain acts  and  attitudes  which  come 
from  the  depth  of  an  individual's 
being.  Until  some  idea  or  hope  or 
ambition  takes  hold  of  a  man  his 
life  has  little  drive  or  direction.  The 
Apostle  Paul  described  what  he 
considered  the  essential  ingredients 
of  meaningful  living.  In  writing  to 
his  friends  in  Philippi  he  said:  "One 
thing  I  do,  forgetting  what  lies  be- 
hind and  straining  forward  to  what 
lies  ahead,  I  press  on  toward  the 
goal  for  the  prize  of  the  upward  call 
of  God  in  Christ  Jesus"  (Philip- 
pians3:14). 

Consider  some  of  the  factors  Paul 
believed  important  in  worthwhile 
living. 


Decision 

Paul  made  a  decision.  "One  thing 
I  do,"  he  said.  He  made  a  commit- 
ment and  resolved  to  follow  that 
commitment  wherever  it  might  take 
him.  Paul  saw  something  in  Christ 
and  his  gospel  which  took  hold  of 
him,  which  spoke  to  his  inmost 
being,  and  which  gave  his  life  drive 
and  direction. 

In  the  southern  part  of  Russia 
is  an  inland  body  of  water  called 
the  Sea  of  Azov.  About  a  hundred 
miles  from  shore  to  shore  it  lends 
itself  to  comfortable  and  safe  navi- 
gating. If  you  were  sailing  a  vessel 
on  it  and  wanted  to  enter  larger 
waters,  you  would  have  to  head 
your  boat  through  a  narrow  strait 
called  the  Straits  of  Kerch.  This 
would  bring  you  out  on  a  sizable 
inland  lake  called  the  Black  Sea. 
Should  you  want  to  sail  on  broader 
waters  your  craft  would  have  to 
move  through  another  neck  of  water 
called  the  Bosporus,  and  then  you 
would  find  yourself  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean. If  you  longed  for  still  vaster 
expanses  of  water  into  which  to  sail, 
again  you  would  have  to  navigate 
a  narrows— this  time  the  Straits 
of  Gibraltar,  and  then  you  would 
be  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  Should 
you  desire  to  sail  the  most  endless 
reaches  of  the  ocean,  the  mighty 
Pacific,  you  would  have  to  ma- 
neuver your  craft  slowly  and  pains- 
takingly through  the  narrow  Pan- 
ama Canal  or  navigate  the  reefs 
and  islands  of  Cape  Horn. 

This  is  a  parable  of  life.  You  can 
sail  serenely  or  drift  dreamily  in 
your  own  little  Sea  of  Azov.  Or  you 
can  strike  out  toward  larger  spheres 
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of  life,  but  always  and  only  through 
narrow  entryways.  Do  you  want 
to  learn  a  skill?  The  gate  is  narrow 
and  the  way  is  hard.  Do  you  want 
an  education?  There  is  no  easy  road 
to  that  goal.  Do  you  want  the  re- 
spect, the  admiration,  the  affection 
of  your  fellowmen?  The  way  is  long 
and  tedious  and  hard.  They  come 
only  by  sustained  service,  sacrifice, 
and  concern  for  one's  fellowman. 

Before  you  can  set  sail  purposely 
a  decision  must  be  made  that  this 
is  the  direction  you  want  to  go. 

Determination 

A  second  ingredient  of  Paul's 
antidote  for  drifting  is  determina- 
tion. "I  press  on,"  he  wrote.  Paul 
knew  what  he  wanted  and  where  he 
was  headed.  He  was  willing  to  pay 
the  price  of  hard  work  and  sacrifice. 
Perseverance,  persistence,  dogged 
determination  are  always  needed  to 
reach  a  worthwhile  and  coveted  goal. 

It  takes  sustained  determination 
to  keep  on  course,  driving  toward 
the  goal  which  was  decided  upon— 
when  it  would  be  so  easy  to  relax, 
take  it  easy,  drift  with  the  current. 
How  many  men  made  a  decision  to 
get  an  education,  but  dropped  out 
when  the  going  got  too  rough?  Have 
you  ever  watched  the  distance  run- 
ners in  the  last  half  of  the  race  — the 
determination  to  reach  the  goal  is 
written  plainly  on  their  faces.  The 
first  half  wasn't  so  bad— the  last 
half  took  the  full  measure  of  their 
strength.  It  was  will  power  and  de- 
termination that  pulled  them 
through. 

When  we  see  a  champion  or  an 
artist  perform,  it  looks  so  easy.  We 


know,  however,  that  behind  that 
ease  of  performance  is  infinite  pa- 
tience, exhausting  practice,  exacting 
discipline,  and  above  all,  determina- 
tion. 

Destination 

Paul  made  a  decision;  he  had  the 
determination  to  persevere  in  that 
decision  because  he  had  a  picture  of 
what  he  wanted  to  become.  In  other 
words  he  knew  his  destination. 

What  is  your  goal?  There  are 
many  possibilities.  Power?  Position? 
Prestige?  Possessions?  Popularity? 
Or  would  you  describe  your  goals 
more  modestly  — like  comfortable 
living,  a  good  job,  a  life  that  brings 
satisfaction  in  the  living  of  it? 
Whatever  it  is,  a  goal  gives  direc- 
tion and  meaning  to  life. 

During  World  War  II  in  northern 
China  two  of  us  started  out  to  visit 
a  tower-like  shrine  which  appeared 
to  be  four  or  five  miles  from  our  air 
base.  There  was  no  road  in  that 
direction  and  we  had  to  go  on  foot 
across  the  rice  paddies.  These  rice 
paddies  were  small  plots  of  ground, 
perhaps  a  half-acre  or  one  or  two 
acres,  usually  square  or  oblong 
shaped.  At  the  edge  of  each  paddy, 
making  a  boundary  between  it  and 
the  one  next  to  it,  would  be  a  levee 
or  embankment  a  couple  of  feet 
above  the  paddy  and  twelve  to  eigh- 
teen inches  wide,  along  which  we 
had  to  walk.  There  was  neither 
rhyme,  reason,  nor  pattern  to  the 
laying  out  of  these  paddies  so  that 
while  the  shrine  was  west  of  us,  we 
often  had  to  walk  north  or  south 
part  of  the  time  and  sometimes  did 
not  seem  to  be  making  much  prog- 
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ress  toward  our  destination.  But 
the  one  thing  that  helped  immeas- 
urably was  the  fact  that  we  could 
see  our  goal.  From  that  we  could 
keep  our  bearings.  Although  we 
probably  walked  six  or  seven  miles 
to  get  to  our  goal  which  was  only 
four  or  five  miles  from  where  we 
started,  the  fact  that  we  could  keep 
the  tower  in  view  enabled  us  even- 
tually to  arrive.  When  we  started 
back,  with  only  the  hazy  outline 
of  a  small  village  in  the  distance, 
we  missed  our  starting  point  by  a 
half-mile  or  more. 

A  goal  is  essential  to  success  in 
any  endeavor  in  life.  Without  a  goal 
a  man  has  no  dreams  to  inspire  him, 
no  rudder  to  steer  by,  no  star  to 
guide  him.  Paul  found  in  Christ 
and  his  gospel  the  meaning  and 
reason  for  life.  For  any  man  to  live 
up  to  his  promise  and  potential, 
Christ  still  challenges  him  to  drive, 
not  drift;  to  excellence,  not  mere 
existence. 

Paul  described  his  life  in  Christ 
as  a  prize  — something  to  be  strived 
for  and  won,  not  a  relationship  he 
drifted  into  by  following  the  line  of 
least  resistance.  As  someone  has 
put  it,  "Saints  are  sinners  who  kept 
on  trying."  ■  ■ 


jtidi 


IS  GOD  DEAD? 

If  those  who  do  not  know  Him 
Think  a  Living  God  is  odd, 
Is  He  really  dead  to  them 
Or  are  they  just  dead  to  God? 

—Harold  L.  Taylor 


"They  had  a  small  quiet  wedding  and  a 
big  noisy  divorce." 


"I  don't  like  getting  lost  in  the  winter. 
They  don't  give  you  ice  cream." 
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lowly  Hearts  Club 


By  Berge  A.  Hoogasian 


Behind  the  chaplain  is  his  loyal  assistant 


I  DON'T  know  whether  it's  true 
or  not  that  behind  every  suc- 
cessful man  there  is  a  woman.  I  do 
know  however  that  behind  every 
successful  chaplain  their  is  an  as- 
sorted collection  of  high  speed,  low 
key,  vibrant,  energetic,  overworked, 
underpraised,  competent,  fun-lov- 
ing, mischievous  young  men.  They 
are  all  members  of  the  Lowly  Hearts 
Club.  They  are  what  the  Air  Force 
calls  Chaplain  Service  Specialists— 
better  known  by  the  congregation  as 
chaplain's  assistants  or  as  they 
euphemistically  label  themselves: 
"Slaves." 

Whatever  they  call  themselves 
they  are  more  than  a  tribe  of  type- 
writer tappers.  They  are  an  integral 
part  of  the  chaplains'  effective 
ministry. 

They  give  all  the  back-up  support 
for  orientations;  they  answer  the 
raucous  clang  of  the  telephone, 
schedule  personal  appointments  for 
the  chaplains,  type  lectures,  ser- 
mons, articles  for  newspapers,  mag- 
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azines,    letters,    and    many    other 
things. 

They  keep  the  funds  in  order, 
trim  the  shrubbery,  weed  the  lawn, 
cut  the  grass  and  "cut  up"  in 
general. 

They  see  to  it  that  the  altar  is 
prepared  for  all  the  religious  serv- 
ices, procure  supplies  for  the  Bible 
studies,  Sunday  school  sessions, 
pick  up  after  meetings,  pick  up 
films,  run  the  movie  projector,  and 
oftentimes— run  themselves  ragged. 

When  things  go  right,  the  chap- 
lain gets  the  credit.  When  things  go 
wrong,  the  specialist  gets  the  blame. 

No  one  would  think  of  ordering 
the  chaplain  to  hustle  around  and 
get  everything  needed  for  a  men's 
or  women's  meeting.  But  the  chap- 
lain's assistant  seems  to  be  fair 
game.  "Do  this!"  "Do  that!" 
"Gotta  have  this  right  away." 
"Don't  you  guys  ever  do  anything 
right?"  "What  kind  of  shop  do  you 
run  here  anyway?" 

And  since  he's  usually  a  low  man 


on  the  "totem  pole,"  he's  expected 
to  stand  there  and  smile  as  he  takes 
it  all  in.  He's  somehow  expected  to 
serve  as  the  brunt  for  everyone 
else's  frustrations  — and  to  do  so 
in  good  and  serene  grace. 

Somehow  everyone  expects  him 
to  be  as  dedicated  as  the  chaplain. 
After  all  he's  a  member  of  their  staff 
—  he's  a  volunteer,  so  he  shouldn't 
mind  working  all  those  extra  hours 
with  no  complaints.  That's  all  well 
and  good  to  think  — but  it  shouldn't 
be  forgotten  that  the  airman  is  a 
human  being  too,  with  human 
needs,  human  desires,  human  hopes, 
and  human  failures. 

The  chaplain  service  specialist 
may  not  be  the  complete  paragon 
of  virtue  under  every  circumstance 
and  on  every  given  occasion,  but 
pound  for  pound,  I'll  put  him  along- 
side anyone  else  for  intelligence, 
efficiency  and  dedication.  And  he'll 
look  like  the  cream  of  the  crop  — 
which  he  is! 

My  hat's  off  to  the  chaplain  serv- 
ice specialists,  the  members  of  the 
Lowly  Hearts  Club.  May  God  bless 
them  and  may  their  tribe  increase! 
Without  them  a  chaplain  couldn't 
function. 

P.S.  One  of  my  airmen,  Dan  Hoch- 
stetler,  did  the  real  work  on  this 
article.  I  only  wrote  it;  he  had  to 
type  it.  ■  ■ 

ON  A  BLUFF 

People  everywhere  are  brothers. 

And  we  find  out  soon  enough, 

Those  who  would  look  down  on  others — 

They  are  living  on  a  bluff. 

— Mary  Hamlett  Goodman 


NEWS  BIT 


The  Life  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

The  Vietnamese  people,  disil- 
lusioned with  the  old  religions, 
lonely  and  daily  facing  the  rigors 
of  war  and  the  nearness  of  death, 
are  open  to  the  Christian  message, 
according  to  Royce  Rexilius,  Litera- 
ture Director  of  the  Alliance  Gospel 
Press  in  Saigon. 

The  David  C.  Cook  Foundation 
is  cooperating  with  Alliance  Gospel 
Press  to  print  20,000  Vietnamese 
editions  of  The  Life  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  a  110-page  paperback. 
The  Vietnamese  copies  are  to  be 
distributed  among  Vietnamese  mili- 
tary personnel. 

An  Army  chaplain  well  acquainted 
with  the  men  under  his  guidance, 
wrote:  "We  desperately  need  a  book 
like  this  because  the  average  Viet- 
namese understands  little  or  nothing 
of  the  cultural  and  historical  context 
of  the  Gospels."  Inquiries  should  be 
addressed  to  Viet-Lit,  David  C. 
Cook  Foundation,  Elgin,  111.  60120. 


PRETTY  IMPORTANT 

They  kept  pushing  him  toward  the  rear 
of  the  bus  until  finally  they  pushed  him 
out  the  back  exit  door.  He  ran  excitedly 
to  the  front  of  the  bus  and  tried  to  get 
on  again.  And  someone  yelled  at  him  and 
said:  "Sorry,  bub,  but  we're  too  crowded." 

"I  don't  care,"  he  wailed.  "You've  got 
to  let  me  on  or  I'll  get  fired.  I'm  the 
driver." — Pacific  Oil-Motive  Magazine. 
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^ow  JAy  Qaiik  Was  ^dpd  jUe 

in  ike  cjUi&ta/ty 


I  ENTERED  the  Army  on  April,  1966,  and  on  that  day  I  knew  I 
had  to  stretch  my  faith  higher  than  ever  to  meet  the  many 
problems  which  would  come  with  my  basic  training. 

I  was  homesick  at  first  like  everyone  else  and  this  was  just 
the  start  of  my  worries.  My  first  problem  was  my  family.  I  had 
perhaps  worried  too  much  and  it  didn't  help  me  at  all  military-wise. 
I  was  torn  between  my  family  and  the  military.  I  had  to  break 
loose  from  all  my  worries. 

Taking  orders  was  hard  at  first  but  it's  nothing  now;  it's  a  part 
of  my  everyday  life.  I  went  to  church  and  prayed  like  never  before. 
This  was  my  first  step  in  being  a  man  which  was  hard  for  me  because 
I  thought  I  was  a  man  but  I  was  a  bum  on  the  street  with  no  job. 
As  I  was  in  the  church  praying,  tears  fell  from  my  eyes  like  rain 
from  the  sky,  and  when  I  left  the  church  I  felt  pure  and  more  like 
a  human  being  with  just  a  plain  clean  inside. 

I  was  tremendously  afraid  of  the  infiltration  course  which  I  had 
to  crawl  through  at  night  while  live  machine  gun  fire  passed  over  my 
head.  Bunkers  were  blowing  up  next  to  me.  At  first  I  was  stunned. 
A  lot  of  things  went  through  my  head  at  once,  but  my  chief  thought 
was  that  God  was  with  me  and  he  would  pull  me  through.  I  went 
under  barbed  wire  fences  and  through  the  course  with  my  face  in 
sand.  I  got  it  in  my  mouth  as  I  crawled  90  meters.  But  I  made  it 
okay  like  the  many  before  me.  I  think  of  the  many  that  have  yet  to 
make  this  test  and  they,  too,  will  be  afraid. 

As  the  time  slowly  passed,  I  came  to  the  day  I  had  been  praying 
for— graduation  day.  This  was  the  day  I  could  finally  return  home 
and  see  my  family  and  friends  once  again,  and  this  is  where  I  had 
become  a  man  and  where  my  faith  has  helped  me  military-wise.  Now 
I  am  a  Sp/4  serving  proudly  in  our  nation's  defense. 

Sp/4Bert  A.  Gibbs 

(General  Delivery,  W.  O.  702,  APO  Seattle  98733) 
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lines 


from  the  H.M. 


while  what  you  have  written  dries. 

Credit  Card:  Instant  debt. 

Government  Lunch  Hour:  Longest 
hour  of  the  day. 

Old  Maid:  Unclaimed  blessing. 

— Eva  Kraus 


Time  Has  a  Way  of  Passing . . . 

Mrs.  Virginia  Polhill  Saxon  has 
just  retired  from  her  job  on  the 
News  and  Farmer,  a  weekly  news- 
paper in  Louisville,  Ky.  A  school- 
teacher, Mrs.  Saxon  was  asked  to 
help  edit  the  paper  for  a  while,  and 
that  "while"  lasted  48  years! 

No  Typos  Here . . . 

Twelve-year-old  Charles  Watt, 
of  Webster  Groves,  Mo.,  along 
with  the  other  students  in  his  class, 
was  told  by  their  teacher,  Jean 
Smith,  to  question  things  as  they 
read.  Charles  was  able  to  point 
out  to  his  teacher  15  errors  in  a 
book  he  was  reading  about  Chris- 
topher Columbus— errors  in  his- 
torical facts,  not  typographical 
errors.  Reporting  these  errors  to 
the  publisher,  Charles  was  sent  a 
check  for  $25. 

A  Lovely  Thought . . . 

Abraham  Meltzer  was  fifty  years 
old  and  his  family  paid  $400  to 
have  a  skywriter  say  Happy  Birth- 
day in  the  sky,  10,000  feet  above 
his  300  guests  assembled  at  a  lawn 
party  in  his  honor  at  Kings  Point, 
N.Y. 

Daffynitions . . . 

Blotter:  Something  you  look  for 


January  1 

Today 

I  must  be  winnowing. 

Tossing 

My  thoughts,  words,  works 

Before  the  winds  of  God. . . 

He 

Will  blow  away  the  chaff 
And  settle  the  grain 
To  grow,  or  feed,  or  propagate 
According  to  His  love. 

— Pollyanna  Sedziol 


D£P/7KTM£A/r 
OFlNMNRFffim 


"Miss  Collier,  take  a  smoke   signal!" 
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Brief  News  Items 


Operation  Prayer-Mobile 

Chaplain,  LTC,  Thomas  D.  Mc- 
Grath,  1st  Air  Cavalry  Division 
initiated  Operation  Prayer- Mobile. 
He  broadcast  recently  a  two-minute 
prayer  from  a  helicopter  in  the 
Central  Highlands  of  Vietnam,  ac- 
cording to  a  release  from  the  In- 
formation Office  of  1st  Air  Cavalry 
Division. 

With  the  help  of  the  Cavalry's 
psychological  warfare  team  which 
broadcasts  from  helicopters,  the 
chaplains  whirl  away  each  morning 
to  bring  a  short  prayer  to  the  men 
who  are  fighting  in  the  field. 

The  25  chaplains  of  the  division 
will  take  turns  giving  the  morning 
message. 

India  Hospital  Gets  U.S.  Aid  Build- 
ing Grant 

The  U.S.  Agency  for  Interna- 
tional Development  (AID)  has 
given  $450,000  to  the  non-sectarian 
Ludhiana  Christian  Medical  Col- 
lege in  northern  India  for  construc- 
tion of  a  new  training  hospital 
wing,  according  to  The  Interchurch 
News  of  the  National  Council  of 
Churches. 

The  Rev.  Charles  Reynolds,  ex- 
ecutive secretary  of  the  Ludhiana 
Board  in  the  United  States,  an- 
nouncing the  grant  said,  "It  was 
the  first  made  by  AID   to  a  vol- 


untary  organization    for   construc- 
tion purposes." 

The  AID  money,  which  comes 
from  excess  U.S. -owned  Indian  ru- 
pees, will  give  the  460-bed  Brown 
Memorial  training  hospital  an  addi- 
tional 72  separate  units  for  private 
patients  and  other  facilities. 


COL  James  W.  Keck  (since  promoted 
to  Brigadier  General),  active  member 
of  the  Protestant  Men  of  the  Chapel  at 
Ramey  AFB,  Puerto  Rico,  installs 
new  officers  during  a  meeting  held  at 
a  lighthouse  reputed  to  be  the  oldest 
in  the  western  hemisphere.  L-R:  MA  J 
Robert  A.  Johnston,  President;  A/1C 
James  Macaluso,  Secretary;  MSG 
John  E.  Boone,  Vice-president; 
Chaplain,  MAJ,  James  T.  Myers, 
Chaplain  Advisor;  COL  Keck. 
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BAPTISM  IN  DONG  HA.  "Where  there  is  a  will,  there  is  a  way ..."  A 
most  unusual  baptismal  was  the  140  mm  rocket  hole  that  resulted  from  a 
Viet  Cong  attack  a  few  days  before.  LT  Thomas  A.  Sayger,  Methodist 
chaplain  for  U.S.  Naval  Mobile  Construction  Battalion  11,  had  the  hole 
rubber-lined  and  water-filled  and  invited  LTJG  Harry  Jones,  CHC,  USN 
(Baptist  chaplain  attached  to  the  Marines  at  Dong  Ha)  to  baptize 
Constructionman  Kenneth  E.  Clark  (above,  left)  and  Construction 
Mechanic  2/C  Ronald  L.  Fogle  (above,  right),  both  of  MCB-11. 


Serviceman's  Testament 

Booksellers  around  the  country 
have  reported  an  increasing  demand 
for  a  Serviceman's  New  Testament 
by  families  and  friends  of  our 
servicemen  and  women.  More  than 
3,000,000  men  and  women  are  in 
uniform  serving  the  United  States— 
a  large  percentage  of  them  under 
fire  in  various  hot  spots  around  the 
world. 

America's  oldest  Bible  publisher, 
A.  J.  Holman  Company,  designed 
the  Serviceman's  New  Testament, 
a  thin,  lightweight  beautifully 
crafted  Testament  (with  Psalms) 
with  a  waterproof  vinyl  carrying 
case.  The  Testament  measures  3x5 
inches,  fits  in  pocket  or  helmet.  The 
complete  ready-to-mail  package  is 
available  for  $3.50  from  A.  J.  Hol- 
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man  Co.,  East  Washington  Square, 
Philadelphia,  Pa.  19105 

Downward  Trend  in 
New  Congregations 

A  six-year  downward  trend  in 
the  number  of  new  churches  started 
is  understandable  and  probably  will 
continue  through  the  1960's,  pre- 
dicts a  Methodist  sociologist  and 
research  specialist.  The  Rev.  Dr. 
Robert  L.  Wilson,  of  Philadelphia, 
Pa.,  says  that  the  downswing  in  the 
formation  of  new  congregations 
can  be  explained  for  several  reasons 
—increase  in  apartment  construction, 
the  changing  suburban  scene,  the 
cycles  of  interest  and  emphasis  in 
the  church,  and  the  current  attacks 
on  the  church  as  an  institution.  But, 
he  asserts,  factors  on  the  horizon  in 


American  society  forecast  a  rise  in 
the  need  for  new  churches  in  the 
1970s. 


dinner  preceding  the  worship  service 
was  held  in  the  Service  Club  with 
285  people  attending. 


Mountain  Home  AFB  Ecumenical 
Worship  Service 

Over  250  people  from  Mountain 
Home  Air  Base  and  the  neighboring 
community  of  Mountain  Home, 
Idaho,  attended  last  year  the  First 
Ecumenical  Worship  Service  on 
the  base  and  perhaps  in  the  entire 
Air  Force.  Frontlines  published  by 
The  Department  of  Chaplains  and 
Service  Personnel,  The  United  Pres- 
byterian Church  in  the  U.S.A., 
reported  that  ten  Protestant 
ministers  and  Catholic  priests  led 
the  worship  service.  A  combined 
choir  of  50  voices  along  with  the 
three  trumpeters  added  music  to 
the  festive  occasion.  A  huge  potluck 


Chaplain,  LTC,  Simon  H.  Scott, 
Jr.,  Base  Chaplain,  McGuire  AFB, 
N.J.,  presents  General  Commission 
on  Chaplains  Appreciation 
Certificate  to  COL  and  Mrs.  Andrew 
Paton  for  their  work  with  Protestant 
Women  and  Protestant  Men  of  the 
Chapel. 


"Bread  for  the  World" 

The  international  social  aid  pro- 
gram of  the  Evangelical  Churches 
in  all  Germany,  "Bread  for  the 
World,"  raised  twice  as  much  money 
in  its  campaign  last  year  as  in  the 
previous  year.  The  agency  an- 
nounced final  "totals  showing  that 
its  just-completed  special  India 
famine  relief  appeal  had  stimulated 
a  major  upsurge  in  contributions 
by  German  Protestants.  More  than 
one-third  of  the  funds  gathered  in 
West  Germany  was  for  the  special 
appeal  conducted  under  the  slogan 
"India  Is  Starving."  A  major 
portion  of  the  funds  for  India  relief 
is  being  used  for  a  new  "Bread  for 
the  World"  feeding  program  in  the 
northeastern  part  of  the  country. 

Other  large  sums  have  been 
allotted  to  the  India  emergency 
operations  of  the  World  Council  of 
Churches  and  Lutheran  World 
Federation. 

Hospital  Ladies 

In  the  U.S.,  they  are  called  "Gray 
Ladies"  and  they  do  volunteer  work 
in  hospitals.  In  Mexico,  they  are 
called  "Pink  Ladies,"  and  they 
perform  the  same  services.  Recently, 
the  mission  hospital  of  the  Presby- 
terian Church  U.  S.,  the  Sanatoria 
La  Luz  in  Morchia,  Mexico,  formed 
its  first  group  of  "Pink  Ladies." 
Its  sixteen  members  will  distribute 
magazines  to  patients  and  visit  with 
those  who  need  a  word  of  cheer. 
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JANUARY,  the  first  month  in  the  modern  calendar,  derived  the 
name  from  the  Roman  god  Janus.  Janus  was  originally  the  god  of 
light  and  day,  but  became  the  god  of  the  beginning  of  things.  Begin 
the  New  Year  with  meditation  and  renewed  hopes. 

Jan.  1  New  Year's  Day,  and  wishes  for  happiness  and  prosperity  through- 
out the  year.  The  Emancipation  Proclamation  freeing  the  slaves  was 
issued  in  1863  by  President  Lincoln  in  accordance  with  his  preliminary 
proclamation  of  Sept.  22,  1862.  Pasadena  Rose  Bowl  Football  Game, 
arranged  as  an  attraction  to  visitors  to  supplement  the  Tournament 
of  Roses,  and  played  in  the  Rose  Bowl  at  Pasadena,  California. 

Jan.  3-10  Universal  Week  of  Prayer. 

Jan.  5  Epiphany  Eve. 

Jan.  6  Epiphany.  Tv.elve  days  after  Christmas  is  accepted  by  most  Christian 
churches  as  the  spiritual  birthday  or   baptismal   day   of   Christ. 

Jan.  7  Millard  Fillmore'=  birthday.  13th  President  of  the  United 
States,  born  this  day  in  1800. 

Jan.  8  Battle  of  New  Orleans.  Known  as  Jackson  Day  in  honor  of  Andrew 
Jackson  who  commanded  the  victorious  American  forces  in  the  battle. 

Jan.  10  First  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

Jan.  13  National  Stephen  Foster  Memorial  Day.  By  Presidential 
Proclamation. 

Jan.  17  Second  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

Jan.  17-24  National  Thrift  Week.  Sponsored  by  National  Council  of 
Y.M.C.A. 

Jan.  18-25  Week  of  Prayer  for  Christian  Unity. 

Jan.  19  Robert  E.  Lee's  birthday.  Born  1807,  died  1870. 

Jan.  21  "Stonewall"  Jackson's  birthday,  born  1824. 

Jan.  24  Third  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

Jan.  26  Douglas  MacArthur's  birthday.  Born  1880,  died  1964. 

Jan.  29  William  McKinley's  birthday.  25th  President  of  the  United 
States,  born  this  day  in  1843. 

Jan.  30  Franklin  D.  Roosevelt's  birthday.  32nd  President  of  the  United 
States,  born  this  day  in  1882. 

Jan.  31  Child  Labor   Day.    Purpose   of   the   day    is    educational. 

Jan.  31  Fourth  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

About  the  time  one  learns  how  to  make  the  most  of  life,  the  most  of  it  is  gone. 
— F.  G.  Kernan. 

A  self-made  man  is  usually  an  example  of  unskilled  labor. — Gene  Yasenak. 

62 


(DlACUAALOrL  dijQJpA . 


THROUGHOUT  this  issue  of  THE  LINK,  you  will  find  four 
articles  prepared  not  only  for  individual  reading,  but  also  for 
group  discussion  and  for  lay  leaders'  helps. 

1.  Making  My  Life  a  Masterpiece  (page  5) 

In  what  sense  is  a  Christian's  life  of  his  own  making,  and  in 
what  sense  is  it  the  result  of  God's  grace?  What  did  Paul  mean 
by  what  he  said  in  Galatians  2:20?  Is  it  ever  possible  to  set  your 
life's  aim  too  high?  Is  it  possible  for  Christians  to  be  so  enthused 
about  the  second  mile  that  they  forget  the  first?  What  is  it  that 
makes  a  person  a  Christian? 

2.  Is  God  for  Real,  Man?  (page  28) 

Can  one  prove  God's  existence  — or  that  he  does  not  exist? 
What  evidences  back  up  our  faith  in  God?  What  is  faith?  What 
gods  do  we  substitute  for  God?  What  is  God  like?  How  does  Jesus 
reveal  God? 

3.  Am  I  Alone  Right?  (page  42) 

What  is  the  difference  between  conviction  and  intolerance? 
How  did  Jesus  meet  the  prejudice  leveled  against  him  during  his 
earthly  ministry?  In  what  ways  can  the  churches  of  various 
denominations  better  work  together?  What  do  you  think  are  the 
results  of  the  ecumenical  movement? 

4.  Drifting  (page  50) 

What  does  it  take  to  make  a  man  clean  inside?  In  what  ways 
do  persons  drift  in  life,  and  in  the  Christian  life  especially? 
What  are  the  results  of  drifting?  What  are  the  antidotes  to  drifting? 
How  important  to  overcoming  drifting  are  the  three  following 
items:  Decision,  Determination,  and  Destination? 


The  guide  may  point  out  the  right  trail,  but  you  have  to  walk  in  it  to  get  there. 
-Nina  Willis  Walter. 
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70  Most  Unforgettable  Characters.  From  Reader's  Digest.  Funk  and  Wagnalls, 
380  Madison  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y.  10017.  1967.  $5.95 

This  is  an  unforgettable  book  about  unforgettable  characters,  a  selection 
of  70  from  the  most  popular  series  ever  appearing  in  the  Digest.  The  first 
Unforgettable  appeared  in  September,  1939.  It  was  A.  J.  Cronin's  "The  Doctors 
of  Lennox"  (it  appears  in  the  70)  and  since  then  nearly  every  issue  has  had 
an  Unforgettable  in  it.  An  Unforgettable  is  a  person  who,  through  some  special 
quality  in  his  approach  to  life,  has  inspired  the  lives  of  others.  This  can 
be  anyone,  rich  or  poor,  familiar  or  obscure,  learned  or  unlettered. 

There  are  features  about  mothers  and  grandparents,  playwrights  and  pugilists, 
merchants  and  ministers.  All  had  one  common  attribute:  skill  in  that  most  difficult 
of  pursuits,  the  art  of  living. 

The  Secret  of  D-Day  by  Gilles  Perrault.  Bantam  Books,  Inc.  271  Madison  Ave., 
New  York,  N.  Y.  10016. 1967.  75  cents. 

The  complete  and  exciting  story  of  the  amazing  underground  war  between 
the  German  and  Allied  espionage  systems  for  the  secret  of  D-day.  Here  are  the 
incredible  plots  and  counterplots  and  the  dramatic  lives  of  the  men  and  women 
who  lived  these  experiences. 

Protestant-Catholic  Marriages  Can  Succeed  by  Paul  and  Jeanne  Simon.  Association 
Press,  291  Broadway,  New  York,  N.  Y.  10007. 1967.  $3.95. 

We  have  been  used  to  saying:  Watch  your  step  if  you  are  thinking  about 
marrying  a  person  of  another  faith.  However,  here  is  the  story  of  a  couple— one 
a  Missouri  Synod  Lutheran,  the  other  a  Roman  Catholic— who  have  made  a 
success  of  their  marriage  in  spite  of  its  interfaith  character.  There  are  problems, 
to  be  sure,  but  both  husband  and  wife  manage  to  remain  loyal  to  their  own 
church.  In  this  book  they  show  how. 

The  New  College  Multilingual  Dictionary  by  Edwin  B.  Williams  and  Alfred  Senn. 
Bantam  Books,  Inc.  271  Madison  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y.   10016.  $1.25. 

4,591  words  listed  in  English,  French,  Spanish,  Portuguese,  Italian,  German, 
and  Russian.  If  you  are  in  any  country  where  they  speak  one  or  more  of 
these  languages,  this  dictionary  will  aid  you  immensely. 

Never  Trust  a  God  Over  30.  Edited  by  Albert  H.  Friedlander.  McGraw-Hill 
Book  Co.,  330  W.  42nd  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y.  10036. 

What  are  the  new  styles  of  college  campus  ministries?  Six  religious  counselors 
at  Columbia  University  answer  this  question.  Mainly  these  counselors  attempt  to 
"assist  the  individual  in  seeing  his  own  problems  and  questions  in  a  broader 
perspective,  which  includes  the  possible  consequences  of  a  choice  or  of  inaction 
both  to  himself  and  to  society." 
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are  adequate  now  and  we  would  like  to  start  paying  for  THE  LINK.  We  would 
like  to  double  our  current  order  of  25,  which  would  make  our  order  50.  Please 
enclose  the  bill  in  the  order.  This  will  be  effective  as  of  the  time  you  receive 
this  letter. 

Thank  you  again  for  the  LINKS  we  have  been  receiving.  As  noted  by  the 
increase  of  our  order,  THE  LINK  is  the  favorite  publication  of  the  soldiers 
and  dependents  of  this  Post. 

-Chaplain  (CPT),  Albert  Merz,  Office  of  the  Protestant  Chaplain,  12  U.  S. 
Army  Security  Field  Station,  A.P.O.  San  Francisco  96281. 

Fine  Publication 

I  would  like  to  thank  you  and  your  staff  for  your  efforts  that  make  possible 
such  fine  publication  as  evidenced  in  the  October  issue  of  THE  LINK  which 
we  received  today. 

-Sp  5  Franklin  E.   Weaver,  Hq.  Co.,  USAG,  AHS,  Arlington,  Va,   22212. 

Wants  THE  LINK 

My  name  is  Walter  Pope  and  I  am  21  years  old.  I  am  a  soldier  in  the  U.S. 
Army.  I  am  stationed  in  Hanau,  Germany.  A  couple  of  weeks  ago  I  had  a  back 
problem.  I  was  in  the  Frankfurt  Hospital  for  a  week.  While  there  I  read  the 
May  issue  of  THE  LINK.  From  that  day  forth  I  have  not  been  the  same; 
reading  the  magazine  gave  me  a  new  outlook  on  life. 

I  want  to  express  appreciation  especially  for  the  article  "Overcoming  Fear." 
Could  I  please  have  copies  of  THE  LINK  sent  to  me?  I  will  pay  for  it  yearly. 

-PFC  Walter  T.  Pope,  RA  53438668.  626  Repair  Parts  Co.,  APO  New  York, 
N.  Y.  09165. 

Donation  from  Lakehurst 

Enclosed  is  a  check  for  $50  from  our  Protestant  Chapel  Fund.  We  anticipate 
sending  more  later  to  a  most  worthy  magazine  that  is  well  received  by  our 
servicemen  and  women. 

I  am  also  mindful  of  the  hundreds  of  copies  of  THE  LINK  that  were  sent 
to  my  destroyers  while  I  was  with  DESRON  13  on  the  West  Coast.  At  that 
time,  there  were  no  funds  available  to  subscribe  to  this   useful   booklet. 

Thank  you  for  your  continuing  high  standards  and  stimulating  articles.  My 
relatives  even  enjoy  reading  the  interesting  stories  and  facts  about  the  military. 

-LT  Aldon  E.  Purdham,  CHC,  USNR,  Dept.  of  the  Navy,  U.  S.  Naval 
Air  Station,  Lakehurst,  N.  J.  08733. 

"I  want  to  congratulate  you  on  the  excellent  quality  of  THE  LINK.  I  look  forward 
to  it  each  month."  — Glenn  D.  Everett,  Washington,  D.  C. 
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time,  watched  the  ushers  pass  the 
collection  plates.  When  they  neared 
the  pew,  he  piped  up  so  everyone 
could  hear:  "Don't  pay  for  me, 
Daddy;  I'm  under  five."  —  Texas 
Outlook. 


"Now  do  you  see  why  I  sneaked  in 
here?  I  wanted  to  say  that  my  son 
played  in  the  Rose  Bowl." 


Inquired  the  Sunday  school 
teacher  of  her  class:  "Who  was  the 
first  man?" 

"George  Washington,"  promptly 
announced  a  restless  boy. 

"Oh,  no,"  corrected  the  instruc- 
tor, with  a  amused  smile. 

"Well,  then,  I  suppose  it  was 
Adam,"  muttered  the  boy,  "if 
you're  counting  them  foreigners."  — 
Fifth  Wheel. 

A  comedian  tells  of  the  drown- 
ing man  who  was  pulled  out  and 
revived  by  a  Miami  Beach  life- 
guard. When  the  rescued  man 
came  to,  his  first  words  were  to  his 
wife:  "Tell  me,  dear,  how  much 
should  I  tip  him?"  — Don  Morrison 
in  Minneapolis  Tribune. 


An  Easterner  was  being  driven 
by  a  rancher  over  a  blistering  and 
almost  barren  stretch  of  West 
Texas  when  a  gaudy  bird,  new  to 
him,  scurried  in  front  of  them.  The 
Easterner  asked  what   it   was. 

"That's  a  Bird  of  Paradise,"  the 
rancher  informed  him. 

The  stranger  rode  on  in  silence 
for  a  while,  then  said: 

"Pretty  long  way  from  home, 
isn't  it?"-F.  G.  Kernan. 


Chatting  with  her  uncle,  teen- 
aged  Margie  mentioned  that  one  of 
her  girl  friends  had  received  a 
friendship  ring  from  a  boy  and  that 
another  girl  had  just  received  an 
engagement  ring. 

"Tell  me,"  said  her  uncle,  "what 
is  the  difference  between  a  friend- 
ship ring  and  an  engagement  ring?" 

"Well,  you  see,"  replied  Margie, 
candidly,  "once  you're  engaged, 
the  friendship  is  over."  —  Wall  Street 
Journal. 


A  little  tot,  in  church  for  the  first         POPCORN:  Father's  jokes. 
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Dear  Lord,  you  know  my  every  thought. 
You  know  my  hopes  and  dreams. 
I  have  more  failings  than  I  ought. 
And  many  wayward  schemes. 

But  Father,  search  me  now,  I  pray. 
Give  me  a  faithful  heart. 
And  give  me  courage  day  by  day 
To  make  a  fresh  new  start. 

Mary  Hamlett  Goodman 
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